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by David Weber

I'm ddlighted that someone is making Christopher Anvil'swork available once again. Especidly the
Interstellar Patrol stories. Vaughan Roberts, Morrissey, and Hammell have alway's been three of my very
favorite characters, and I've alwaysloved Anvil's. . . peculiar sense of humor.

| supposg, if I'm going to be honest, that Roberts' J-class ship is another of my favorite characters. In
fact, dthough | hadn't realized it until | sat down to write thisintroduction, | suspect that there was alot of
the Patrol boat's computer hiding somewhere in the depths of my memory when | created Dahak for the
Mutineers Moon series. After dl, Dahak issmply another self-aware ship kidnagpping itsdf acaptain on
asomewhat larger scae. They even have afew persondity traitsin common.

The charactersthemselves are dways adelight in an Anvil story or novel. Like most good character
builders, Anvil creates his memorable people for the reader through their interactions, and the edge of
zaniness which seemsto creep into dmost everything he writes only makes them even more interesting.
His pronounced gift for building larger-than-life planets and environments for them to interact in
sometimes seemsto dip past dmost unnoticed, yet it isacongtant in dmost dl of hisstories, and | think it
isone of his strongest building blocks. He adso has more than atouch of the Eric Frank Russdll school of
"poor diens’ in hiswork, because whoever sets out to oppose or overcome one of his charactershas dl
unknowingly set hisfoot on thefirst dippery step of the dope of doom. The only question ishow big a
gplat the villainisgoing to make a the foot of the cliff. Thisshows strongly in thefirst volume of Anvil's
work from Baen Books, Pandora's Legions, but it makesits gppearance in thisvolume, aswdll. In this
instance, however, mogt of the "poor diens' are actudly "poor humans,” with asizable smattering of
unfortunate master computers, robotic police units, and nasty extraterrestrial faunathrown in for good
messure.

In many ways, Anvil's sorytdling style has dways reminded me of the historical romance novelsby
Georgette Heyer or Lois Bujold's MilesVorkosigan stories. Like Heyer and Bujold, Anvil's characters
aways have a perfectly logical reason for everything they do, yet they dide inevitably from one
catastrophe to another in adither which rapidly assumes avalanche proportions. A Keith Laumer
character triumphs through an unflinching refusal to yield which transforms him, permits him to bresk
through to some higher level of capability or greaetness. An Anvil character triumphs by shooting the
rapids, by caroming from one obstacle to another, adapting and overcoming as he goes. In many ways,
his characters are science-fiction descendents of Odysseus, the scheming fast thinker who dazzles his
opponents with hisfootwork. Of course, sometimesit'salittle difficult to tell whether they're dazzling an
opponent with their footwork, or skittering acrossafloor covered in ball bearings. But Anvil hasthe



technique and the skill to bring them out triumphant in the end, and watching them danceissuch a
ddightful plessure.

The goriesin this volume are science-fiction in the grand, rip-roaring tradition. Anvil throws around
powerful bureaucracies like the PDA, huge space navies like the Space Force, and devioudy capable
guardians of the Right and Good (athough said guardians may be just amite tarnished around the edges)
likethe Interstellar Petrol. He ddightsin creating obscure, complex, often many-sded conundrumsfor his
characters, and then taking us with him asthey unravel the problem one strand at atime. | seealot of the
Golden Agein his stories, echoes of Williamson's Legion of Space, or of John Campbell's Arcot, Wade,
and Morey in the scale and the sweeping, haf-laughing scope of the problems heinflicts upon his
characters. And most delightfully of dl, in our post Star Trek universe, thereisn't atrace of the Prime
Directive. There are only characters with wit, humor, courage, and rather more audacity than is good for
them.

Whileit isinevitable that any volume which isgoing to ded with Vaughan Roberts & Co. hasto sart
with "Strangersto Paradise,” that scory—excellent asit is—was never redly my favorite Interstellar
Patrol story. I'm not sure why. Perhapsiit's because the "want-generator” is abit too much like
Williamson's AKKA super weapon in the Legion of Space stories. Or perhapsit's because the
"want-generator” isalittle too much of the one agpect of Anvil's stories which sometimes disturbs me on
aphilosophical leve. His characters, by their nature, are the sort of people who set out to fix problems,
yet sometimes the means they embrace fringe just alittle too closaly upon asort of intellectud
totaitarianism. Not in terms of ideology per se, but in the willingness to manipulate and control in ways
which cannot be ressted. At the sametime, however, Anvil isaways careful to show the pitfals of such
an gpproach, asin "Strangers to Paradise” itself, when the subjects of our heroes "mind control”
stubbornly persist in doing something their controllers never counted on.

Y et whether or not " Strangersto Paradise’ would make my own list of top five Anvil sories, itis
most definitely the direct and necessary progenitor of what undoubtedly are my two favorite IP stories:
"TheKing'sLegions," whichisincluded in thisvolume, and the short novel Warlord's World, whichisnot
but which | hope and expect will be along shortly. It's dways seemed to methat, just as Laumer's novella
"The Night of the Trolls' capturesthe essentid Laumer hero perfectly, "The King's Legions' and
Warlord's World capture the essentia Anvil.

For those of uswho have known Anvil for years, thisbook isamaost welcome reunion with old
friends. For those not dready familiar with him, it offers an introduction to awriter and to charactersvery
much worth knowing. In someways, | rather envy the reader who is about to experience hisor her firgt,
concentrated dose of Anvil-dom. If you're one of those newcomers, welcome aboard. Whichever Anvil
talewinds up your favorite, a least you'll have arich and varied selection to choose from. Thisvolume
contains many of my favorites, but theré'salot more Anvil out there, and | hope that Baen will bring
more of it to us. In the meantime, you hold in your hands an excellent starting point.

Buckleup tight. It'sgoingto bean. . . energeticride.

Editor's Preface

Without a doubt, Christopher Anvil's richest and most devel oped setting was what he and John
Campbell—who edited Astounding/Analog magazine where most of the stories originaly
gppeared—cdled "the Colonization series.” Anvil wrote over thirty storiesin that setting, ranging in length
from short storiesto the novel Warlord's World.

At the heart of the Colonization series are the stories concerning the Interstellar Patrol, which are the
best known. But Anvil wrote anumber of storiesin the same setting, in which the Interstellar Patrol does
not figure directly. These stories often involved such organizations as the Space Force, the Planetary
Deveopment Authority and the Stellar Scouts, the Space Navy—and awide range of civilians, from big



busi nessmen to merchant spacemen to colonists on the ground.

Often enough, characters who appear in cameo or minor rolesin the Interstellar Patrol Storiesarethe
protagonists of other stories. An example is the ruthless businessman Nels Krojac, who is only mentioned
inpassngin"TheKingsLegions' and "The Royad Road" but isacentra figurein"Compound Interest”
and "Expertsinthe FHed."

In thisvolume, we are reissuing the first two magjor episodes of Anvil's Interstellar Patrol adventures,
aswel as—in Part I1l—anumber of storieswhich give the reader a sense of the setting asawhole.

—FricHint

Part |: Paradise

STRANGERS TO PARADISE

Vaughan Nathan Roberts, captain of the fast interstellar trangport Orion, stood in the huge room
amidg dl the wheded and antennaed metal shapes, large and small, and thought of his ship orbiting the
planet with its drive knocked out. Theideaof coming to this place, he told himsdf stubbornly, wasto get
repairs. Not to get eaten alive, mobbed, or bundled around by roboid functionaries, but to get repairs.
The question was, how?

Robertswas flanked by metal boxes nearly astall as himself, much wider and thicker, with whip
antennas on top, bicycle whedls beow, and thewords"Law Enforcement” blazoned on them front and
back.

Directly in front of Roberts siood afar larger metal box, on low massve whedls, with avariety of
antennas gticking up, and mouthpieces, viewscreens, and receptor heads thrust out toward him under the
glowing letters CRIMINAL COURT.

From this maze of screens and speakers, avoice was murmuring: " . . . Fingerprints, pam prints,
retinal patterns, total body index: not on record. Conclusion unavoidable that thisindividua is not native
to this planet.”

"I've been trying to tell you," said Roberts, "we had gravitor trouble. We headed for the nearest
repair facility, got here crippled, couldn't raise any response on the communicator, and haf-a-dozen of us
came down in the ship's tender. The tender cracked up in aforest forty milesfrom the spaceport. Three
of my men were badly hurt. One of us stayed with them, and two of us hiked out for help. When we
reached your city, here, we got garbage dumped on us, tin cans and chunks of cement dung at us, agang
of kidswent for us, and then your iron gendarmes arrested us for causing ariot.”



"Unsuitable attire," snapped avoice from the metal box to Roberts right.

"We are dressed as spacemen,” said Roberts shortly. "Now, I've got three injured men in the tender,
and aship in orbit with the rest of my crew trapped on board. Well gladly pay for medical help and
repairs. Where are they?"

A general murmur and clack rose from the big metal box in front of Roberts. On the screens, human
faces and meta forms of various Sizes and shapes rapidly came and went. From somewherein the room,
Roberts could hear the voice of Hamméll, his cargo-control officer, raised in anger.

Then aspeaker in front of him was murmuring, "On basis of corrdation of statements of both
accused, overdl probability of guilt is0.2, necessity of making examples 0.1. Therefore, adjudge
innocent, transfer to Immigration.”

At once, aloud voice announced, "Wefind the accused innocent of al charges brought against him.”
From Roberts roboid captors, to either sde, came low murmurs of discontent.

A new voice spoke with authority. "The prisoner will be released a once, and escorted to
Immigration for disposd.”

Roberts blinked. "1 don't want to immigrate. | just need repairsfor my ship!"

Thewords CRIMINAL COURT faded out and thewords I IMMIGRATION HEARING
flickered on.

"Name," said the box.
Roberts said, "I've been through dl that. What | want . . ."
"Name," said the box sternly.

To Roberts right, one of the smaler boxes explained. ™Y ou were at the Criminal Court. Now you
are a the Immigration Hearing."

"l don't want toimmigrate!” said Roberts.

Thebig metal box said sternly, "This case has been transferred to Immigration for disposal. Relevant
information of interest to applicant: 1) No individua not aready acitizen will be compeled againgt hiswill
to become acitizen. 2) Dueto food and materia shortages, technologica breakdowns, and attendant
malfunctions, no one not acitizen will befed, sheltered, clothed, or otherwise alowed to become a
charge on the planet, unless otherwise decided by the due and congtituted authorities." There was a brief

pause. "Name."

Roberts blinked. Apparently he would have to become acitizen in order to exist while arranging for
repairs.

"Name," snapped the box.

"Roberts. Vaughan N. Roberts."

"Mde"

"Age"

"Thirty-gx."

"Height."

"Six feet one-quarter inch.”

"Weght."

"One hundred seventy-five pounds. Look . . ."

"Occupation?!

"Spaceship captain. Ligen, dl | want . . ."

"I napplicable occupation. Demand for spaceship captains on this planet: Zero. Correction:
Occupation: Unskilled. Y ears of experience?’



Roberts stared. "Experience? As a spaceship captain?'

"Asunskilled," snapped the box. "Thisis your occupation.”

Roberts said, "I have no experience asunskilled. | . . ."

"No experience,” said the box disapprovingly. "Any physical defects?'

"No. Look, dl .. ."

"Convicted of how many crimesthe last three years?”

"None All'l..."

"Formd education?'

Roberts blew out his bregth. "Twelve years of generd schooling, Six yearstraining in the Space

Academy, one year at the Tacticad Combat Command Advanced Training Center. And all | want isto
get some repairs done!”

"Seven years college training. Equivaent fourteen years experience credit. Excdllent. Raise your right
hand."

Roberts exasperatedly raised hisright hand.

"Repest after me," said the box, and rolled off wordsin short incomplete groups, so that Roberts had
timeto repeat the words, but not to understand their full meaning. Then the box said, Y ou are now a
citizen of the planet Boschock 111, known as Paradise, and entitled to dl the rights and privileges
gppertaining thereto, and subject to al the laws, regulations, and customs thereof, so help you God,
Amen. Thishearing isclosed.”

Thewords IMMIGRATION HEARING faded out.

Before Roberts could say aword, he was rushed up a gravity-lift, down ahall, and shoved into a
room where he was weighed, measured, photographed, fingerprinted, palm, toe, and foot-printed,
retina-graphed, his mouth pried open and teeth examined, and then he was presented with an
identification card, and run down the hall to awindow where ration books popped out of dotsonto a
counter. Next he was hurried out to astore full of huge vending machines, and outfitted with anew set of
clothes.

Roberts and Hammell now found themsalves outside, holding their own clothing wrapped in big
bundles, and each wearing akind of loose long-deeved blouse, loose long pantaloons, ill-fitting shoes,
and long-billed high-topped floppy cap.

Robertslooked sourly up the street at the milling crowd, then glanced at Hammell. "Do you have any
idess?’

"I wouldn't know an ideaif one banged into me," growled Hammell. "I'm so mad | can't see traight.”

"We need to get in touch with someone in authority—if any human on this planet has authority.”

"Yes" said Hammell. "But how?!

Roberts said, "If they have any kind of public communications system here, there ought to be a
directory.”

While they were trying to think where to look for one, alarge mobile metal box stopped in front of
them, and abruptly shot its antennato full height. Metal covers on its sides snapped back and adazzling
ydlow light flashed in their faces. A set of long flexible metal arms whipped out, amesh-covered speaker
snapped " Spot check,” and with aquick flip of the metal arms, the robot emptied their pockets onto the

sdewak. Next, it rgpidly felt them al over, then jerked loose the bundles they were holding, so that they
spilled open in the street.

"Nonexplosive. Clothing. But nonstandard. You have receipts for these?"
For the moment, Roberts was speechless. He heard Hammell snarl, "They're our own clothes."

"Uncitylike behavior, one count: lying to roboid police officer under direct interrogation during spot
check; these are not clothes permissible for acitizen to wear, hence they are not your clothes. They can



only be costumes, and costumes can only be purchased by registered entertainers. Y ou are not dressed
asregigered entertainers.” Theydlow light flashed in Roberts face. " You. Y ou have receiptsfor these?
Y our answver? Do not lie.”

"We're new citizens," Roberts began, "and—"

"Not asked. Do not evade the question. Do you have receipts for these costumes?”
"Of course," said Roberts. "Yes, certainly.”

"Produce the receipts.”

"They're on board the spaceship Orion. We wore these clothes on board Orion, came down to
arrange for repairs, got sent to Immigration, and then bought the clothes were wearing now. These
clothesin the bundles are the cl othes we wore when we came down.”

"Spaceship vidts arerare, improbable. It follows, this explanation isimprobable. Arrest on suspicion
of shoplifting. Y ouwill comewith mefor immediate interrogation while investigation proceeds.”

The two men were separated, placed under bright lightsfor along series of questions, then put into a
cell with two cots, alight bulb, atoilet, a3-V set that didn't work, and a decorative design on the celling
that obvioudy incorporated the pick-up heads for asight-and-sound recording system.

Asthe robot-jailer rolled off down the corridor, Roberts and Hammell eyed the ceiling, and lay down
on the cots without aword.

* % %

Severd hours crawled by, then atall gray-haired man wearing dark-blue blouse and pantaloons, of
good material and narrow cut, walked down the corridor, and stopped outside the cell.

"Which of you is Roberts, Vaughan N.?*

"l am."

"Y ou represent yourself as a spaceship captain?”

"I'm captain of T.S.M. Orion, Interstellar Rapid Transport Corporation. The ship isnow orbiting this
planet with anonfunctional main gravitor. | came down hereto arrange for repairs, but our tender went
out of control, we cracked up, two of us hiked in to get help, were attacked by a gang, arrested, dragged

into court, given to understand we would immigrate or starve to death, then arrested again because we
couldn't produce receipts for the clotheswe'd worn down, and herewe are.”

"l see. And thisother individud . . . let'ssee. .. Hammell?"
"He's the cargo-control officer assgned to Orion."

"Aswhich," sad Hamméll coldly, "it ismy duty to tell you that Orion hasa spoilable cargo. This
planet is supposed to have aClass || commercid repair facility. Weve been trying to get in touch with it
for days."

"l s;e. My nameis Kelty. I'm assstant-chief of the Law-Enforcement Department, acting under the
planetary computer, which technicdly ischief. I'm afraid | have some bad newsfor you gentlemen.”

"Not surprisng,” growled Hammell.
Roberts said, "This planet has been nothing but bad news since we got here.”
"Then why not go to another planet?’

"Our gravitor burned out. We had to gtrip the coils of the tender's gravitor, to make emergency
repairs. Then, to come down here, we had to scavenge from the main gravitor, to get the tender to
work."

"Where did you land?’

"Wedidn't land. We crashed about ten milesinside aforest belt, between a couple of wide tracts of
cleared land. The spaceport was about forty milesto the east of where we crashed.”

"Then," said Kelty, watching Roberts dertly, "you were wdl insde the killer forest. I'm surprised you



got through dive."

"Yes," said Roberts, "we're alittle surprised, ourselves. Wed scarcely started to set foot outside the
tender when athing like an oversize gray tiger jumped us. We fought that off with gunsfrom the
emergency kit. Our communications officer got in contact with your city here—we hadn't been able to
raise it whilewe werein orbit—and while | wastrying to arrange for help, another of these overgrown
tigers showed up. Meanwhile, it turned out that | was talking to amechanica answering device of some
kind, so | gavethat up. We fought off this second animal, the sun set, and something started taking
cracks at thefar sde of the tender. Thisthing forced its way into the tender's cargo compartment. We
managed to get in touch with someone € se on the communicator, but before we could make our position
clear, the tender got heaved around, and the communicator was smashed.”

Roberts shook his head. "The next morning, Hammell and | started through the forest, got into some
kind of athicket that folded big clinging leaves around uslike wet sheets, and while we were fighting clear
of this, apile of insects came pouring through the trees, tumbling over each other, and spreading out to
eat everything in sight. We managed to get out of their way, and saw that when the horde passed, dl the
insects | eft behind jumped and flew after it to catch up and pour forward again. They weretraveling
southeast, which suited us, so we walked aong close behind, and believe me, nothing bothered us. When
they hit the cleared ground, they changed direction, and we got out of the forest and hiked the rest of the
way in the open.”

Kdty wasligening intently. Hislook of suspicion had disgppeared, and now he smiled. "Y ou used
your heads. Such good sense deserves success; but I'm sorry to have to tell you, we have no way to go
after those men, and the repair facility you're looking for isno longer here.”

Robertslooked at him blankly.

Kety sad, "Y ou've gpparently assumed that the population of this planet grew up from abeginning
with afew tough settlersto its present Size. In that case, if there was cause for arepair facility in the first
place, it wouldn't disappear overnight. But it isn't so. The city was designed and built as a man-made
paradise, through the beneficence of atax-free foundation. The foundation was under legidative
investigation. To get out from under, an accumulated surplus balance of severd trillions had to be
unloaded quickly, and it had to be done somehow for the demonstrable benefit of mankind. A
planetary-utopia project was dug out of thefiles, and right hereisthefind result. This city wasbuilt, and
gaffed by highly-trained technicians, with acomputer in overall control, then the foundation opened a
campaign on haf-a-dozen overpopul ated worlds, gathered from their dums millions of
‘socidly-disadvantaged individuals and used the last of its excess money shipping them here. That ishow
this planet was settled.”

Roberts grappled with the menta picture this created.

* % %

Hammell said, "Where did arepair facility ever fitin?'

"It looked nicein the plans, and it did agood job when the populace was coming in here. After that,
there wasn't much use for it. When amob looted and burned it, the computer had what still remained
reprocessed to fill more urgent needs. There's nothing left now but a plot of ground where the facility
used to be."

Hammell shook his head and glanced at Roberts.
Robertsfindly said, "There's no way to get the repairs done here?!

"Not without the equipment and the technicians. The equipment was looted. About that time, the
technicians saw the way things were diding, and made recommendations, which the computer, in
compliance with its built-in directives, rgjected. The technicians got fed up. One fine morning, they pulled
out, leaving the computer programmed to neither produce nor maintain air-travel mechanisms. The
technicians went to the far sde of the killer forest, and set up independent farming communities over
there. This planet being what it is, they're evidently having plenty of trouble, but they prefer it to the city.



We can't reach them to bring them back. We have no air transport. And the computer couldn't be
programmed to restore the repair facility except by these technicians.”

Roberts said, " Could the technicians be persuaded to come back temporarily, just to program the
computer?'

Kdty'seyesglinted. "If s0, they'll never get away again. They broke their contract. Now the whole
roboid police force is on the lookout for them. Naturaly, | will obey the orders of the planetary
compuiter, and seize them the instant they show up.” Kelty saw Roberts expression, and smiled. "Don't
worry, Roberts. They know this. No, you could never possibly persuade them to come back here.
Wevertried to hire people to take their place, but without success. Who wants to spend histime
sruggling with the frustrations of agigantic dum-city? Everything you do herefails. Put up alight bulb,
and someonewill smash it. Ingtall awater pipein the afternoon, and it will be ripped out by next morning.
Bare maintenanceis al the computer and its mechanisms can manage. For most specididts, thework is
solid frugtration. My job isalittle different. It's quite achalenge to use limited forcein such away that a
messure of order ismaintained. But | doit, and | am to continueto do it.”

Roberts thought it over. "I can see what you're up againgt. But unless we can get the computer and
the technicians together, how can we get the ship—or even the ship's tender—repaired?”

Kelty shook hishead. "In the present setup, it'simpossible. The computer can't divert the effort to
rebuild the repair facility, because of the widespread disorder and destructiveness of the populace.”

"l can't leave my ship in orbit," said Roberts, "and the men trapped on board, helpless.”

"But, you see, unless some order can be brought out of this chaos, we have no choice in the matter.
And to do that would take a change in the attitude of the populace. There's only one other way."

"What's that?"

Kty studied him speculaively. " If you and your men, who have considerable technical background,
will first consent to devote your time and training exclusively to work for the City, from now on, then we
might be able to work something out.” He straightened up, and then stepped back. "Then, you see, it
might be worth the computer's while to rebuild the repair facility.”

Roberts stared at him.

Kdty smiled. "Meanwhile, since you're citizens, you have guaranteed rent-free cost-free housing. If
you should decideto join us, your work would naturaly require that you livein close proximity to the
Planetary Control Center. Until you do, it would, of course, be unfair to discriminate against the other
citizens by giving you specid attention. Since weve found you innocent, you will now bereleased. Y oulll
be given arouting ticket on the way out, to take you to your quarters. Y ou'll find them airy, with an
exceptiond view."

Kty turned, gestured, and aroboid-jailer wheeled with a hiss of tires down the corridor.

Kety gavethem afind smiling glance. "Think over what I've said, Roberts. If you decideto join us,
let me know."

* % %

That evening found Roberts and Hamméll in afive-room gpartment on the sixth floor of aten-story
building. The building had emergency staircaseslittered with cans, broken bottles, garbage, and large
rats, which disputed the passage with them on the way up. The gravitor-drop had a chain acrossthe
entrance, bearing adented "NO POWER" sign. There was not awhole piece of glassto be seeninthe
building. The empty window frameslooked out over a park, where dead haf-grown trees had four-letter
words carved in their bark, and the spindly grass sprouted amidst heaps of rotting garbage.

From down in the streets came a scrape and rumbl e as battered cleaning-machines picked up trash.
From the building above came achorus of ydls:

"Kill thelousy mechd"
A fusillade of bottles smashed down on the machines armored tops. L oudspeakers broadcast



appealsfor law-abiding cooperation, and the air shook with curses flung back in answer.

Roberts and Hammell stared out the window at the buildings and parks, laid out like the aternating
sguares of a checkerboard, and stretching off to the horizon. In the distance, lit by the setting sun, the
buildings looked amost magica. Nearby, rats scurried amidst the trash in the park. From overhead, a
bundle of garbage plummeted past the window, opening up asit fell.

Hammél turned away from the window. " Now what do we do?

"Thefirg thing isto get out of here. Kety seemsto think alittle experience of thiswill make us eager
tojoin him. | wouldn't want to stay in this place on any terms.”

"Theforest ismurderous. The City won't help. That leavesthe technicians.”

Roberts nodded. "If we can get them to hel p, maybe we can straighten the mess out yet.”

"If they haven't already helped, it'stoo bad for Matthis, Warner, and Cassetti."

Roberts nodded soberly. The three men had been too badly hurt in the crash to carry out. "Well, if
we get out of here early in the morning, we should avoid getting waylaid by agang. | hope we can find
where we cached our packs, guns, and canteens. Then we can start back."

"Persondly, I'm half-dead from thelast hike."

"If we stay here, we could be al-dead before we know it."

Hammell glanced around. "Therestruth in that, dl right. Well, whileit'still light, let'sget set. This
could bearough night."

The two men blocked the apartment door with a battered bedstead and a bureau with al the knobs
broken off its drawers, then cleaned out asmall room and collected in it al the bottles they found in the
litter, just in case they should need ammunition. They carried the wreck of amattressinto this one room,
stuffed the baseboard's ratholes with smashed glass and the bent lids of tin cans, and jammed another can
into the hole where the corner of the closed door was gnawed away.

The night started out like a bad dream. The mattress was lumpy, the room damp, and the garbage
smell overpower-ing. Toward morning, someone began to scream, and someone e se began to laugh
hystericdly. Thelouder the screams rose, the louder was the laughter.

Roberts came dizzily awaketo find the room faintly lit by areflected glow from below, where
powerful street lamps stood protected by big meta shields and heavy wire mesh. From thewalls came a
twang of meta asthe ratswrestled with the tin shoved into their holes. From the door came a scrape that
Roberts interpreted as arat trying to move the can jammed between the door frame and the gnawed
corner. Then the scrape came again, louder, and Roberts sat up. He reached out carefully, and closed his
hand around the neck of a heavy bottle.

Wide-awake now, he could see that Hamméll was out of bed, but he couldn't see where he was.
Carefully, Roberts got up.

From the doorway, came alouder, longer scrape.
Sowly, the door siwung open.

From the darkness of the next room, astooped figure eased in, the faint light glinting on the edge of a
broken bottlein its hand.

From behind the door came a brief glint of reflected light. There wasthe rap of glass striking bone.
Theintruder dropped. There was a crash and the sound of splintering glass.

A long moment passed, and nothing e se happened.

Hammell stepped out from behind the door, glanced toward Roberts, and waited amoment. The
screams and laughter overhead rose to a pesk, then died away.

Hammell said, "How much rest are we going to get in this place?!

"You'reright." Robertsfelt carefully dong the floor. "Here, help me turn the mattress over on top of
this broken glass. All we needisacut foot.”



They gathered their bundles of clothing, carefully checked to make sure they had everything, and
eased out into the next room. Around them, there was the scurry of feet asrats went across the floor.
Then they found the door, eased out into the pitch-black hall, and alow voice spoke, close to Roberts:

"You get their eers?'

Roberts shifted his bottle, landed a solid blow, heard something thump to the floor, and groped
forward toward the steps. As he carefully felt hisway forward, something ran across hisfoot. He eased

onto the steps, and started down. The dow descent to street level seemed to take al eternity. Then they
reached the lower hall, found the front door, and eased it open.

* % %

Outsde, the street was brightly lit.
A roboid policeman, whip antennaup, rolled past with asilvery flash from its swiftly-turning whedls.

Roberts waited, then carefully pulled the door wider. The policeman was adwindling speck in the
distance. Roberts and Hammell dipped out, waked quickly down the block, and turned |eft, toward the
west and openfields.

Up under one of the streetlights, aloudspeaker blared:

"Halt, thieves! Y ou are detected on the central board! Mobile police units are aready on the way.

Y ou cannot escape!”
"Run!" said Roberts.

From overhead, someone shouted happily, "Hunt! A hunt!"

Roberts and Hammell ran, hampered by the bundles they were carrying. Overhead, fresh
loudspeskers blared. There was the sound of banging, shouting, and a concerted rush to the windows.
Screamsof "Hunt! There they go!" rang out. A bottle crashed into the street just behind. The next bottle
hit to the right and in front, scattering broken glass over the street. "Thieves! Thieves! Kill them. Look
out! Here come the mechs!" There was a pause, then aloud jeering, and a deafening rattle and smash
further back.

Urgently, the loudspeakers boomed, ™Y ou must cooperate! Do not obstruct the law-enforcement
officerd™

Straight ahead, the brightly-lighted street abruptly came to an end, a garbage-filled park on one side,
and ahigh building on the other sde. From this building, streaks of light flashed down, the reflections
from hurtling bottles, as Roberts and Hammell sprinted past.

"Look out!" screamed someone overhead. "Y ou're headed Out!"

Roberts and Hammell shot over an embankment in a headlong rush, heard asquedl of rats asthey
plunged knee-deep in amass of garbage, then dammed forward on their bundles. Asthey pulled free,
they glanced back, to see the police robots, bottles bursting and splintering in adazzle of light from their
metd tops and sides.

Roberts and Hammell stumbled across the dump, fell forward on soft earth, and looked back to see
the robots spreading out along the edge of the embankment. But they didn't go down the steep bank,
where they might overturn or mire down in the piles of garbage.

The loudspeakersblared, ™Y ou have left the City! Before you isonly bare ground and the killer
foret!"

The hail of bottles had let up. Voices shouted from the buildings, Y ou're Out! You can't live out
therel"

"Come back!" shouted fresh voices.

"Return!" blared the loudspeakers. "Here you have Universa Care. Out thereisonly the Wild."
Roberts glanced at Hammell. "Y ou hurt?"

"No. By somemiracle, | didn't step on any glass.”



"Neither did I. Let's get further away from thisplace.”

By daybreak, the voices and lights had long since faded into the distance. In the gray light of dawn,
they located the cache, changed to their own clothes, checked their guns, dung their packs, and headed
toward theforest. At anirrigation ditch, they stopped to drink, refilled the canteens, and munched
emergency-ration barsfrom their packs. Then they went on. Late that afternoon, the forest came into
sght far ahead, barely visble across aflat field with endless rows of small, geometrically-spaced plants.

"Better stop here," said Roberts.
Hammell nodded. "We don't want to hit that forest at night.”

* % %

Worn out, they lay down in the soft earth, to fall adeep a once, and wake early the next morning,
gtiff, chilled, miserable, and dumbfounded that the night had somehow passed aready.

Today they had the forest to get through.

* % %

By noon, they found themsalves |ooking across awide dry ditch at the mingled trees and shrubs of
the forest. The forest edge ran in an dmost mathematically straight line, north and south.

"Now," said Roberts, "we can't just walk into that mess. We've got to find the cleared path we came
out on. Isit to the north or south?'

Hammél looked around. "Why didn't we follow our own footprints back?'

Roberts glanced back. In the enormousfield, the only irregular feature was their fresh footprintsin the
Soft soil.

Roberts said, "There weren't any footprints near the cache. Whatever cultivatesthisfied must have
wiped out the prints.” They turned back to the forest.

"Wel," ssaid Hammdl, "Which way?"

Roberts looked around thoughtfully. " South."

"Southitis"

For the next hour-and-a-half, they trudged south, and had just decided to go back north when, inthe
distance ahead, they saw the open end of the angling track through the forest.

Simultaneoudly, they saw, far away and straight ahead, alow cloud of dust. Out of this, there
speedily resolved alow broad frame, straddling the rows at the edge of the field, with an angled wing
thrust out into the wide ditch. The frame was rushing toward them at high speed, suspended above the
earth on antigravs, with the low cloud of dust rising behind it.

Hadtily they looked around, took half-a-dozen steps toward the center of the field, then saw another
dust cloud coming fast behind the first one, and further back, still another cloud of dust.

They whirled, looked back.

Already, the frameloomed larger. It was coming fast.

Roberts plunged toward the broad, dry ditch, rushed across the bottom of it with Hammell close
behind, and scrambled up the far bank. A roaring hiss was now audible, and growing louder fast.
Breathing hard, Roberts forced himsdlf up the last of the dopeinto apatch of brush at the forest edge.
The brush gave way before them. An ingtant later, the cultivator roared past.

Wind swept over them, and they looked out through awhirling cloud of dust. "That was close!”
"Surewas. But—"
Suddenly, Roberts grabbed for his sheath knife.

All around them, the brush was unfolding large leathery leaves that swung up to blot out earth and
sky. At atouch, the leaves wrapped themselves around Roberts and Hammell, and clung tighter with



every movement.

Roberts barely had timeto reach hisknife. Asthe leaves wrapped around him, his arms were pinned
to hissdes down to the ebow. The clinging velvety surface drew snug across hisface, tight againg his
nogtrils, and shut out the air. Only from the waist down was he free. He turned, felt astem draw tight like
agretched cord, reached out with hisknife, and cut it. With hisfree lower left arm, hetore at the big leaf
across hisface. At once, fresh leaves wrapped snugly around hisarm and chest, pinning hisarm. He
sucked in desperately, bit through the leaf asit pressed into his mouth, then dragged in abreath of air that
stopped as abruptly as adammed door when anew leaf wrapped around his face.

Roberts struggled to concentrate on that sharp knife held in hisright hand. He turned dowly, cutting
away eech gak asit grew taut. Carefully, he stayed in the same spot, lest he bring himsalf within reach of
fresh leaves. Meanwhile, his need for breath was growing. Already, his chest was straining in a
gpasmodic effort to draw in air. He cut and turned, cut and turned, then strained desperately to free his
left arm. The clinging leaves, dashed loose at the base, reluctantly pulled free, and for aningtant, dl he
could do wasdrag in great gasps of air.

Hamméll, working the same way, managed to free himsalf amoment later. The two men stood
breathing deeply, then cut their way out through the few remaining leaves.

"That'sthe eighth time," said Hammell heavily, "that this planet hasdmogt killed us.”

Robertslooked around. "1 know. I've had nightmares| liked better than this." Behind them, clouds of
dust were blowing into the forest. Atop the bank, the thicket folded itsleaves, and the stalks pulled
together to give the gppearance of a place only sparsely overgrown and easily crossed. Asthelast big
leavesfolded out of sight, therib cage of alarge animd cameinto view, white and smoothly polished, just
afew short steps from the edge of the clearing.

Hammell grunted. "There, but for the Grace of—"

"Don't talk too soon. Weve il got the forest to get through, and the ship to find.”

"That'sright."”

They found the straight wide path cut by the insects, and holding their gunswarily at the ready, they
garted into the forest. Stretching out in front of them was a patch of devastation that Stretched asfar as
they could see. There was no blade of grass, notiniest small plant in sight in front of them, but only an
occasional tree, stripped leafless and bare. They walked through an eerie silence between clumps of
vegetation to right and left, but nothing bothered them. Nothing came near, save asmal mousdike
creature that blundered onto the path, looked in both directions, gave a desperate squeak, and vanished
back into the undergrowth with desperate kicks of its hind legs.

* % %

After afew hours, they found where the horde of insects had first poured into view. In another hour,
they found the clearing, and near one side of the clearing, the wrecked tender. The large flattened metal
spheroid onitsthree stubby legslooked like home. They shouted, and atal lean individua with sandy
hair and €l ectric-blue eyes|ooked out. Thiswas Morrissey, the communications man.

Morrissey beamed and waved as they ran over.

Roberts called, "How are Cassetti and the others?!

"Those technicians we got in touch with the first night dropped down in agrav-skimmer and picked
them up. They've got doctors and medicines, and they think everything will beal right. But believe me,
that bunch was al business. If we hadn't had anything to trade, it would have been no go.”

"Could they offer any help getting anybody down from Orion?"

Morrissey's smilefaded. "They said they didn't have the equipment. They said the City hasthe
equipment, and they'll fight to the death before they go back to the City. What's wrong with the City?"

Roberts and Hammell described their experiences, and Morrissey shook hishead in disgust. "Then,
the brainsto do the repairs are one side of thisforest, the equipment is on the other side, and never the



twain shal met?'

"That'sit," said Roberts exasperatedly.

"How do we get around that?"

"l don't know."

Morrissey shook hishead. "Intime, well have aship full of corpses orbiting the planet.”

Hammdl said, "Even if we somehow fix the tender, and get everybody down here, then where are
we? We never wanted to get marooned on this planet. The idea of coming here was just to get some
repairsdone.”

Roberts nodded. "Maybe if we could talk to those technicians some more, we could work out
something. Have you got the communicator working?*

Morrissey gave an odd laugh. "It's working, dl right. But it doesn't communicate.”
Roberts frowned. "What does it do?"

"Comeoningde" said Morrissey, "maybe you can settle a problem that's been bothering me. The
question is, whether or not I've gone nuts."
* * %

The communicator's case had been removed, exposing the works, and Morrissey pointed out atimer
unit between the set and the power supply.

"I put that timer in there when | started work. | wanted to check the hatches again, and be sure
everything was secure before nightfal. | knew if | just started work, I'd forget everything se, so | set the
timer to cut off the current and give along loud ring.”

Roberts and Hammall nodded.

Morrissey said, "I got working on this, and saw after afew minutesthat it would be no great problem
to fix it—just amatter of afew connectionsthat had jarred |oose when the set was knocked to the deck.
| thought what adoppy system it was to use these pluggable connections, instead of permanent
connections that couldn't come loose. Then | thought that this was quick and convenient, though, and
handy when you wanted to hook something up temporarily. Then it occurred to me | had plenty of time,
and nothing to do, and for thefirst timeinalong timel could just fool around if | wanted to. Wdll, | was
visualizing the circuit, and the action of the different parts, and suddenly | wondered what would happen
if | fed the current to an interface that's ordinarily left unconnected in thiskind of circuit. | made afew
adjustments, so | wouldn't wreck anything, and then | tried it. The next thing | knew, the timer went off."

Roberts and Hammell looked blank.

Morrissey paused.

Robertssaid "Wheat of it?"

"I'd fdlen adeep. | figured | must have been moretired than I'd redlized. | checked the ship, and
came back, Hill curious about this circuit. | reset the timer, and switched on the set. The next thing |
knew, the timer was going off again, and thistime | was picking mysdlf up off the deck. Again I'd fdlen
adeep. Thisbegan to seem peculiar. | checked the ship, came back, cut the current to the interface way
down, set the timer for ten minutes and switched on the set. Right away, | wanted to go to deep. |
wanted the worst way to sink deep adegp, sound ad eep—and then the timer was going off and | came
awakeagan."

Hammell stared at the circuit.

Roberts frowned. "What did you do then?"

"| cut the current to the interface to the barest trickle. | reset the timer, snapped on the circuit—and

yawned. | didn't exactly fed tired, but | wanted to go to deep. | fought it off till the timer went off, then
thefedling that | wanted to go to deep faded away, and | just sat therein acold swest.”

"And," said Roberts, "you're wondering whether it redly happened or you imagined it?"



Morrissey nodded. "That'sit."

"Let'stryit."

Morrissey bent eagerly over the timer. There was the snap of a switch.
Roberts yawned.

Hamméel put his hand to his head, swayed againgt the nearest bulkhead, massaged his eyes and
forehead.

It came to Roberts that he had walked miles and milestoday, and miles and miles yesterday, and no
wonder he wastired. He was worn out. What he needed, what he wanted, was along quiet deep.

Hammell was aready stretching out on the deck.

Morrissey wasfighting off ayawn.

Roberts turned toward the tender's control room, and its soft comfortable pilot's chair. But it looked
along way away. He didn't want to go al that distance. He wanted deep now, not after along hike. He
wanted to deep long and deep, and he took a step toward the control room, and then felt the soft cozy
deck drifting up toward him as he dipped off into warm deep, and swirling darkness and deep.

Something was sheking him violently.

Roberts dizzily opened his eyes. The swirling scene steadied. There was a big face |ooking down on
him, that resolved into Morrissey's face, the e ectric-blue eyesworried.

"Sir, I'm sorry. | never redlized it would hit you so hard.”

Roberts remembered the circuit, and pulled himsdlf to hisfeet.

"Don't blame yoursdf. Hammell and | were worn out." Roberts head was throbbing where hed
banged the deck, but that was aminor matter. "Y ou've got anew discovery here. Thiscould be
important.”

Hammell was bent over the circuit, his expression awed.

Morrissey said, "If only this had happened some other time, instead of down here, with hardly any
equipment to work with."

Roberts looked down at the circuit. ™Y ou were able to vary the current to theinterface. Arethere
other circuit characteristics you can vary?'

"Sure. Until | had witnesses, | was afraid to try it. But let mejust mark this, so | know roughly where
| was—" Morrissey bent briefly over avariable condenser, straightened, said, "I'd better set the timer for
ashorter interval, just in case." Then he twirled aknob, snapped on the set, and—

Robertsfdt jolted. He looked at Morrissey angrily.

Morrissey glanced a Hammell, till bent over the st.

"Givemealittleroom, will you?" snapped Morrissey.

Hammel straightened up. "I'll give you dl the room you want.”

Roberts became aware of an intolerable lapsein discipline. He said shortly, "Drop it. Both of you."

"Sir," snarled Hamméll, "thisjuice-jockey istrying to shove me around.”

Morrissey's eyesflashed. " 'Juice jockey'?" He cocked hisfigt.

Somewhere inside of Roberts, there seemed to be alittle figure, jumping up and down, crying,
"What's happening?"

Aloud, Roberts said with grating emphag's, "That's enough! Morrissey!"

Hammell eyed Morrissey's cocked fist. He clenched hisown fids.

Roberts glared at them. He would like to smash them both in the teeth.

Thetimer went off.



Roberts ill-temper evaporated.

Hammell and Morrissey stared at each other foolighly.

Morrissey lowered hisfis.

Hammell suddenly laughed, and said, "What have we got here, anyway?'

Morrissey got out asmal notebook, and began writing init. "That'swhat 1'd like to know. Let'stry
something dse”

* * %
Excited now, and more than alittle scared, they tried setting after setting, with the current low and the
timer set for lessthan aminute.

For less than a minute, Robertslooked at Morrissey and Hammell, and despite afierce struggle to
control himself, he wanted to blow their brains out.

Then the timer went off. Morrissey whistled, and tried another setting.

Robertsredized suddenly that hislife had been afailure. He wanted money. With enough money,
what couldn't aman do? Stacks of crisp green bills seemed to float tauntingly before him. In hismind's
eye, he could see piles of gold and platinum bars and soft leather bags of diamonds. He wanted money.

Morrissey changed the setting.

Robertsfdt adesire for salf-sacrifice. What, he asked himsdlf dizzily, could be nobler? With ahard
effort, hefought off the desire to offer himself to science for experimenta purposes, then an urgeto
volunteer himsalf as ahuman bomb-carrier. Not out of hatred of the enemy. No, not that. Out of love for
mankind. Out of—

Morrissey changed the setting.

Now Roberts fdt the urgent desire to do right. What mattered most in life was the knowledge that he
was doing right. He stood straighter. He asked himsdlf, Was he doing right? Suppose—

Morrissey changed the setting.

In hismind's eye, Roberts saw alovely woman in aclosely clinging dress. He saw her move her long
legs as she walked toward him, smiled sweetly, and lifted her arms—

Wham!
Morrissey, Hammell, and Roberts hit the switch at the sametime.

Hammell grinned. Morrissey swore. Roberts said, "Wel, Morrissey, now we know what you've got
I,He.ll

"That'smorethan | can say. What isit?"

"It'sawant-generator, that'swhat it is. A desre-stimulator. And if we can't get a stranglehold on this
planet with it, and lever the population around so we can get that ship repaired, I'll be surprised.”

Morrissay blinked. "How?"

"Why, what's the cause of the trouble? The people here are destructive, and they're disinterested in
work. They hinder, not hep. Right?"

llRigI,Tt'll
"Then dl we haveto do isget them to want to create, rather than destroy, and to want to work,

right? And here we have a want-generator, that plays the range of human desireslikethe keysof a
piano. Once we find the right settings, where's the problem?”

You'reright,” said Morrissey. "Here I've been complaining because we happened to find thiswhen
we're stuck in this miserable place. It never occurred to me this might get us out of here”

"It shouldn't be any great problem™ said Roberts. "Let'skeep trying till we get dl the settingswe

In the next few hours, they felt one desire succeed another in seemingly endless variety, and then



abruptly Roberts wasfilled with the undiluted urge to achieve.
"That'sit!" hesaid.
"Youvehitit,"” Hammell agreed. "There's one setting.”

Morrissey carefully noted it, and went on, until suddenly they had a sensation they'd had before, of
eagerly wanting to do something, make something, creste—

"That'sit!"

Hammell nodded. "That gives uswhat we want. That is, what they should want.”

"Now," said Roberts, "we've got to find out the range of this device, whether it can broadcast, or
whether the set hasto be physicdly present to work. We may have to make other sets—"

"If s0, we're hung up,” said Morrissey. "We don't have the spares here to make another of these.”

"The technicians may have spares.”

"Their having them and our getting them are two different things. | had to trade them two gunsfrom

the emergency kit, and alot of ammunition to get them to look after Cassetti, Matthis, and Warner.
They'll want something in return for spares, and they're hard bargainers.”

Robertslooked at the set thoughtfully. "Y ou don't suppose there's a ‘desire to be cooperative and
helpful’ there, do you?'

"Hm-m-m," said Morrissey. "Let's see." He reached for the timer, and suddenly Robertshad a
distinct urge to take poison.

Hammél swore. "That'snot it."

Morrissey tried again.

A peculiar murky indefinable longing none of them had experienced before came across.

Morrissey said, "1 hope we can find something better than that." Hetried again, and again, until at last
Robertssaid, "Hold it!"

He had never felt more agreeable and obliging in hislife,

Hamméd| sghed. "Right on the nose.”

Morrissey noted the setting, then glanced at hiswatch. "It's getting pretty late. We'd better check
again to be sure everything'stight.”

Oncethey checked the tender, Roberts and Hammell again realized how tired they were. While
Morrissey eagerly went back to work, Roberts and Hammell went to deep.

* * %

The next morning saw the start of about of painstaking experiment. Where thefirst work had gone
smoothly the next steps were maddening.

"Damnit,” said Morrissey, "it'sjust impossible to broadcast thissignd, or amiit, or focusit. At this
rate, well have to take the set into the city, and hide it there somewhere.”

Roberts had another worry. "If we trade with those technicians, we've somehow got to block out our
own reception of that generosity signal. Otherwise, well probably end up by giving them the set."

Another week crawled by, and then in desperation, they discovered that a supertranquilizer pill,
severd tins of which werein the emergency chest, not only stopped them from worrying how long the
delay would last, but also solved the problem. It stopped them from fedling any perceptible want or
desire, natura or induced, at al. Once they took the pill, they were as good as vegetables for the next
four to six hours.

"O.K.," said Roberts. "Now, how are we going to work this?’

Morrissey said, "WEell take apart the want-generator, and make a communicator, then I'll tell the
technicians we've got some extra guns, ammunition, protective suits, and so on, to trade. I'll ask for
circuit components, and aso some things we don't especialy want, so we have alittle leeway in trading.



Before they get here, welll make the circuit back into awant-generator. When they land, I'll take apill,
and turn the want-generator on them.”

"Well need to be very sureit'son the right setting,” said Roberts.

Morrissey nodded. "Don't worry about that. I'd probably turn it on low, and then gradually step up
the power, so0 they don't notice it. Meanwhile, you and Ham will have taken pills—"

Hammell objected, "The trouble with that is, we won't be able to react right. We're going to act like
zombies"
Morrissey thought it over.

"When | set up the mesting, | can say weve been knocking ourselves out, can't think of any solution,
and so on. They'll expect usto look depressed.”

Roberts nodded. "That ought to help, anyway."
Hammell said, "What about when they leave?"

"Beforethat, I'll start to cut down the power. After they leave, I'll step it up again, so they don't come
to their senses the minute they get out of the clearing. If wework it right, and try to make reasonably
decent trades with them, they may never guessathing.”

Roberts nodded. "Just so they don't skin us.”

It wasjust afew dayslater that the technicians came, in two medium-sized skimmers. They were
bearded, bristling with guns, and gave the impression of watching in every direction a once.

As s00n as the skimmers dropped into the clearing, Roberts and Hammell each dutifully chewed up
hispill. They'd scarcely swallowed the last gritty bitswhen alayer of glass seemed to dide down over the
world. They could see through the glass, but nothing out there really meant anything, ever had meant
anything, or probably ever would mean anything. So there was no point getting excited about nothing.

Tranquilized into two-legged vegetables, Roberts and Hammel trudged outside, while Morrissey
bent at the set.

Thetechnicians climbed out of ther skimmers.

Roberts and Hammell shambled across the clearing. Morrissey dropped out the hatch, and drifted
after them.

The technicians stared a them, looking bemused.

"Poor guys," said one.

"Y eah, you can sure see they've been clobbered.”

"Remember what it was like for uslast winter? It's hit them dready.” Roberts and Hammell listlesdy
raised ahand in greeting.

A burly giant with abristling red beard, said, "Ah, felows, were al in the same boat. Do we have to
trade with these poor guys?'

The rest of the men shifted their gunsin embarrassment.

"After dl," suggested asmall wiry technician with ariflein hishand, aknife on hisbelt, and a pistol
butt protruding from under hisarmpit, "wereal human.”

"Sure, why be greedy?’
Someone mumbled, with acatch in hisvoice. "They'll have trouble enough, anyway, no matter what
we can do for them.”

Roberts had the impression of looking out through aglasswall, and sensing invisible forces that begat
powerfully on the other Sde.

A technician with ascar down the side of hisface, and atough, no-nonsense cast of countenance,
suddenly shut his eyes. Tearsran streaming down his cheeks.

Roberts brain duggishly added up two and two. He reached back and shook Morrissey by the arm.



"Turnit down."
Morrissey nodded listlesdy, and headed back for the tender.

The technicians were now choking, trembling and struggling to keep control of themselves. Roberts
said nothing, because the technicians were clearly too choked up to talk.

Morrissey disappeared into the tender.
The red-bearded giant thrust his right hand out, pam up. He began, " Anything we can do—"

Roberts, through the dull placidity imposed by the supertranquilizer, sensed asudden lessening of
force outsde the glasswall. Suddenly there was no force there at all.

The red-beard frowned. "Within reason, of course—"

Another of the technicianswiped hiseyeswith hisdeeve. "After dl, we haveto live, too, you know."
Roberts glanced around.

Morrissey was just coming out of the tender.

The scarred technician said flatly, "Those that arefit to survive, survive." He eyed Roberts and
Hamméll. "Nature weeds out the incompetent.”

By now, every eye amongst the technicianswas drying fast.

"These supplies weren't easy to get," growled the red-bearded giant. "If you have something to trade,
well bewilling to consider—"

Morrissey paused, hafway out from the tender, with a strange expression on hisface. Then heturned
around, and plodded back again.

The smal wiry technician shifted his gun around, and dertly watched Morrissey go back into the
tender.

"Whét's he doing?'

Roberts struggled to get some kind of ideathrough the glasswall.

"He. .. hesgot indigestion.”

Hammell, with alook of painful effort, said carefully, "Can't keep anything down.”

"Could be ten-day fever. Has he got spots on the backs of his hands?’

Theair outsde the glasswall seemed to suddenly thicken again, then get thicker yet by graduated
stages.

Tranquilizer or no tranquilizer, it came through to Roberts that Morrissey was botching the job.

Tearswere spurting out of the technicians eyes. The short, wiry technician rushed forward and
emotiondly offered Roberts his gun. The giant red-beard, weeping uncontrollably, clasped Hammell like
abrother. Before Roberts could figure out what to do, he found himsalf surrounded by piled-up supplies,
with the technicians wringing their hands tearfully; and then, gpparently unable to bear their emotion, they
dl piled into one of the kimmers.

"Well be back! WEell bring you more axes, and seeds, and everything. Just tell uswhat you need!
Weredly want to help!"

The skimmer shot up over the trees, and vanished.
* * %

Morrissey, watching at the personnel hatch, faded back inside. A moment later, the air seemed to
thicken like glue. Roberts till felt no emation, but he found it hard to think or move.

Hammél, carrying agun in each hand, looked stuporoudy at Roberts.

"Wait till they get out of range—not that it matters, of course.”

"Nothing matters.”

"No."



Hammell dully picked up more of the supplies. "Probably we ought to take in everything we can
cary."

Robertstook an armful, and followed Hammell. Just asthey reached the hatch, the swirling thickness
outsdetheglasswal let up.

Out beyond the clearing, there was an outburst of snarling, thrashing noises.

It occurred to Robertsthat if the device affected the loca animals, there could have been
half-a-dozen predators out there, taking mercy on their prey.

But that was al meaningless. Roberts climbed in, set own hisload besde Hammdl's, then stood
waiting, sunk in blank tranquility. Finaly, they roused themselves |ong enough to go into the control room
and st down, torpid and stupefied, till the pillswore off. By that time, it was starting to grow dark
outsde, and Roberts and Hammell were adeep, unaware of the opening and shutting of the hatch, and
the sound of a pair of feet traveling back and forth past them.

* % %

Early next morning, asthefirst glow of dawn began to light the portholes of the control room,
Roberts came awake.

A blaze of light was pouring through the dightly opened door of the genera-purpose room between
the control room and theinner air lock to the cargo compartment. It wasin that generd-purpose room
that Morrissey was working on the communicator.

Roberts, feeling dmost fresh for a change, sat up, stretched, peered at the lighted doorway, and
asked himsdlf what Morrissey was doing.

Roberts got up, opened the door wide, and looked in.

A wooden frame, made apparently of odd scraps from the cargo compartment, met Roberts gaze.
On different levels of the frame sat avariety of eectrica circuits, connected by loops of wire. Roberts
could recognize three separate circuits that looked like the want-generator.

Morrissey straightened, bemused.

"Thaose technicians brought dong agood sdlection.”

Robertslooked at the frame. "What have we got here?"

"Why, | wondered if it would be possible to make two or three of these sets, and get them to
reinforce each other. There were more than enough components out there, so | tried it, using very low
power, and trying first one set, then two, then three together.”

"What happened?’

"Well, with two, | seemed to get less than twice the effect, and with three, there was no effect at al.”

"Noneat all?"

"No, it wasthe same asturning them dl off. It occurred to me they might be interfering with each
other. | tried gradualy stepping up the power on one of the sets, and turning down the others. Nothing
noticeable happened. | had them set to create desire for deep, and | was sure I'd notice that. But nothing

happened. While | was mulling this over, there was abuzz from the communicator. | snapped it on, and
the voice of one of the technicians snarled, "What kind of gasdid you use on our people?’

"l was stupefied,” said Morrissey. "1 didn't even redlize what he was talking about. 'Why,' | said,
'What do you mean?

" 'Y ou know damned well what | mean.'

"'No, | don't."" Then all of a sudden | did know. I'd been so stupefied by the tranquilizer that I'd
done aclumsy job, and they'd sensed it. But | kept my mouth shut, and he said angrily, " "What did you
use?'

"l said, 'Canwe hdp it if we've had so much trouble they were sorry for us?

" 'Oh, they were, were they? Suppose you tdl me these troubles, while I'm out of range of your gas



or whatever itis. Goon. Let's hear it.'

"Well," said Morrissey, "that gave meachill. If I couldn't convince him, there was no telling what
might happen. And he didn't sound very easy to convince. | could only see one possible way out. It
seemed to methat there had to be some effect from these three circuits. Certainly, they weren't doing
anything here. Could they, then, be producing an effect somewhere se? It wasworth atry. | started
telling him dl the trouble we'd had—and meanwhile | varied the current to the three linked sets, and
listened for some response.

"| told him dl about how the accident happened, how the gravitic field distorted and held the circuit
breaker shuit till asection of coil burned out and vaporized, and how the next distortions knocked haf the
storeroom, and the spare gravitor wire, out through the hull. Then | told him what a desolate part of
spaceit happenedin.

" "Tough, hesaid.

"It was obvious | hadn't got through yet. Next, | told him how we jury-rigged the main gravitor, using
wire from the tender's gravitor. | told him about al the trouble we had, from then till we got to this planet.
| told him how the gravitor had knocked out the ship's communicator, so we had to use the onein the
tender, and we couldn't get any response with that. | told him how we rewound the tender's gravitor,
came down, and, at the last minute, it malfunctioned, and we missed the spaceport and smashed downin
theforest.

"About thistime, he said it was too bad we hadn't just fallen into asun and got it over with quick. |
kept readjusting the circuit. | told how Cassetti risked hislifeto try and fix the tender's gravitor, and how
Matthis and Warner tried to save Cassetti, and al three were al but hashed when we hit. | described the
trouble we had when the gray catstried to get us, and when the bats got in here, and the giant thing with
the big head, long snout, and battering-ram tail. He said he was getting bored, and hurry it up. All the
time, | kept varying the current. In my mind, | had a picture of the want-generator sweeping the surface
of the planet, the field moving from place to place as| readjusted the controls. | had an ideahow this
might work, but was beginning to wonder if thiswasn't just wishful thinking.

"Meanwhile, | wastdling how you and Hammell trekked al the way to the City, and there wasn't a
repair facility there any more. How you came back and the cultivator dmost got you.

"'And then,” | said, 'they jumped out of theway of the cultivator, and abig patch of smother brush
unfolded its leaves—'

"Heinterrupted. 'Shorten up thistiresometale, will you? 1 couldn't care lessif they fdll into agangbat
nest.'

"'Wdl,' | said, giving it up, ‘that's about it, anyway. They stumbled out of there, came back to the
ship dong that path the swarm of bugs had made—"

" 'Say, he said, 'that istoo bad, isn't it? They had to come back on abug trail, because there was no
other way.'

"l couldn't figure out if thiswas sarcasm,” said Morrissey, "or sympathy. | sat there holding my
breath. | didn't dare change the setting.

" That is something, he said, afunny catchin hisvoice. 'All that trouble, and now when they try to
come back, they've got to come back on a bug trail. No wonder the guys wanted to help! Buddy,
we're all people. Weve got to stick together. Why, 1'd give you the shirt right off my back, now | see
what you've been through. | never wanted to help anyone so much in my life. If | can get away, I'll be
out there tomorrow, early. | want to help. I'll—'

"He went on like this so it embarrassed me. | started juggling the current to the different circuits,
trying to cut it down gradualy al around without changing the relationship too much. I'd figured out that it
wasthe relative power to the three circuits that probably changed the focus, while the higher the overdl
power, the greater the effect.”



Roberts said eagerly, " Could you check that, too?

"When | got it cut down far enough, he stopped babbling, and when | cut it down further yet, he
findly just sounded sympathetic. | told him wed gladly trade for the goods wed gotten, and | said how
grateful we werefor their help and sympathy, and weld chearfully pay for the help, but he wouldn't even
think of it. | wasin aswest by thetime| got through talking to him."

"Then," said Roberts, "we can use thething from a distance.”

"The only troubleis, we don't know what it'saimed a. We only know theright setting to hit the
technicians. And once they should move, we'd lose them.”

"Never mind that. They left one of their skimmersfor us. Hammell and | can go up in it—one of us
can keep alookout for flying pests, and the other can guideit. It hasits own communicator. We can go
to different places, and you can try different settings. When we fed the effect, well say afew wordsto let
you know where we are. When we have enough of the settings plotted on arough map, we should start
to understand how to set the device to am it anywhere.”

Morrissey beamed. "And then we can go to work on the city."

* % %

They spent the next few days making amap, and plotting the settings that induced wants when they
hovered close to any given territory. The city, they charted at night, moving low over the darkened
buildings, lit from below by the heavily shielded Streetlights. Meanwhile, Morrissey devel oped amethod
for focusing the device more accurately, so asto concentrate the effect or spread it over awide region.
Then they decided that they were ready to go to work in earnest.

"Y ou can see," said Roberts, studying the completed chart, "that we can hit any or al of the city with
one exception. The computer itself is gpparently unreachable.”

"Standsto reason,” said Hammell. "Desires are emotional. The closest thing that computer hasto an
emotion isitsset of built-in directives.”

"S0," said Roberts, "we have to work through the people, not the computer. Now, the technicians
|eft the City for exactly the same reasons that the computer has been driven to supplying only bare
necessities. The people are destructive, and uncooperative. What we have to do isto correct that, right?”

"Right," sad Hammell.

Morrissey took out asheet of paper with alist of settings. He read: "Desire for achievement, desire
to excel, desire to cooperate, desire to make friends, desire to learn, desire to work hard, desireto help
others. Once we get started, that computer will have the easiest timeit's had since it was made.”

"Then," said Roberts, "it ought to be possible for the techniciansto go back. And once we get the
technicians back there, and the populace cooperating, then there should be no trouble getting the tools
made to repair the ship.”

"Q.E.D.," sad Hammell cheerfully.

"When shdl we gart?' said Morrissey.

Roberts said briskly. "Right now. Why not set the want-generator on 'desire for achievement,' and
givethe whole city agood jolt for the rest of the day?'

Hammell nodded. "They certainly could useit."

"O.K.," said Morrissey. He set up "desire for achievement” on the generator, and snapped it on. "No
use making asmple thing complicated. After we let them want to achieve for awhile, then well hit them
with ‘desire to work hard," and then 'desire to learn." Wel have them snapped into line in short order."

Hammell grinned. "Do you suppose well notice much difference if we take the skimmer up late this
afternoon, and look them over through the glasses?!

Morrissey nodded. " Should.”
"I don't seewhy not," said Roberts. "They'll doubtless be out cleaning those streets. We might even



see them carrying off parts of the dumpsto get that out of town."

Morrissey said, "We might be able to see without even going up in the skimmer. Some of the
components the technicians eft look to me like they'll work the 3-V on the comset here. All | haveto do
isput them in, set up for one-way viewing so we don't get snooped by mistake, and—\Voilal —we can
pick up the City'sown 3-V news broadcast.”

Roberts nodded. "O.K. Setit up.”

"Good asdone,” Morrissey said.

* % %

Roberts and Hammel | spent the rest of the morning hunting from the skimmer, and came back with an
animd like an antelope, and two smdler animals, like large wood-chucks. The afternoon, they spent
strengthening the cargo section, and refitting its hatch. By now, the big cats had learned to be wary of the
tender, and the rest of the daytime carnivoreswerein awe of the strange three-legged beast. But the
nighttime animals gppeared to be in awe of nothing.

While Roberts and Hammell worked on the tender, Morrissey, in the general-purpose room, could
be heard whigtling cheerfully.

"O.K.," said Roberts, when they had the big cargo hatch tight, and the sun was dropping toward the
horizon, "want to take alook at the city?"

"Sure"

Roberts caled cheerfully to Morrissey. "Want to come along? We're going to take alook from the
Kkimmer."

"Go ahead. I've dmost got the screen done.”

Roberts and Hammell got their guns, climbed into the skimmer, and watched the clearing drop away
below. The ground flashed past, forest giving way suddenly to neat rows of crops. Far off to the south, a
dust cloud crawled across the ground, and they redlized it was the cultivator coming north again.

"Good to be up here," said Hammll.

Roberts glanced around, to see no flying predators nearby. "It sureis." He pointed up, toward
Orion, orbiting unseen far overhead. "And let's hope were up there again pretty soon.”

Just then, far ahead, the City rose up over the horizon, and seemed to flow swiftly toward them.

Eagerly, Roberts raised the high-powered glasses.

The City sprang closer, clouds of smoke pouring up near its center. Frowning, Roberts adjusted the
magnification.

The scene visibly enlarged, and grew clearer asthey rushed toward it.

In the streets, rioting mobs battled lines of roboid police.

Hammell said eagerly, "Have they accomplished much? Doesthe City look improved?!

Roberts swallowed.

Hammel said, "Let'ssee”

Speechless, Roberts handed over the glasses.

Hammédl stared through them at the city. His mouth opened and shuit.

Roberts swung the skimmer further north, toward the center of the upheava.

Hammell handed back the glasses.

A second and closer ook corrected Roberts impressions. It wasn't ariot. It wasawar. The police
robots were being overturned, and smashed with dedge-hammers and lengths of pipe. The humanswere
gteadily forcing their way into the center of the city.

If the roboid police were destroyed, there would be nothing to protect the computer. I the computer
were destroyed, the ship would never be repaired.



"Hang on," said Roberts. He whipped the skimmer around and streaked for the forest.

Hammell said, "Did Morrissey st it up wrong?"

"I don't know. But God help usif that mob wrecks the computer.”

The sun was sinking toward the horizon. To their left, aflying cloud of roughly hand-sized gangbats
gppeared, and turned with aflash of white teeth to intercept the skim-mer. The skimmer pulled ahead,
streaked along over the wide cleared lane through the forest, then Roberts located the clearing and
dropped down beside the tender's cargo hatch. A few momentslater, they wereinsde, pulled the
skimmer in and locked the hatch.

In the personnd section of the tender, the communicator was turned up high.

" ... Now being driven back aong the main avenuesleading from Planetary Control. Again we urge
al citizensto remain indoors and avoid joining in this disturbance. Unnecessary loss of life can be avoided
only if al law-abiding citizensremain in their assgned quarters. . ."

Roberts and Hammell climbed the ladder to the air lock, stepped in, pushed open the inner door, and
found Morrissey in aglare of light, staring at something out of view from the door. Roberts stepped
forward. By the communicator screen, apair of whirling hypnotic spirals seemed to briefly catch his gaze,
drawing one eye dightly to the right and the other to the l&ft, till a scrambled chaos of light and shadow on
the screen suddenly took on depth and sprang out into the room, and now Roberts was looking at a
fleeing mab, their discarded weaponsrolled over by police robots sweeping in rigid lines down thelong
draight avenues from the center of the city.

Morrissey said shakily, "That was close. If 1'd been an hour later getting that 3-V fixed, | wouldn't
have known what was going onftill too late.”

"What happened?’ said Roberts. "They acted like they were set up to 'want to revolt.™
"| checked that,” said Morrissey. "What | had set up was 'desire for achievement,’ al right. What we

overlooked was, what kind of achievement? Suppose they think the greatest achievement would beto
overthrow the computer and the robots?"

Hammél turned to Roberts, "Remember what they yelled when they threw the bottles at the
maintenance robots? 'Kill the mechd™

"Yegods." Roberts glanced at Morrissey. "What did you do to stop them?”

" Set the want-generator for 'desireto give up,' and beamed it at them, full power. Naturdly, the
computer and the roboid police weren't affected, so in amost no time, they had things under contral. I've
been cutting down the power since then.”

Hammell swore. "There goes that setting. We won't get much help from 'desire for achievement.™

Roberts was frowning. "1t's worse than that. It means we don't know how they'll react to any desire.”

Morrissey nodded. "L ook at this." He hit the "Replay” button, and arecorded view appeared,
showing an gpartment house door coming dowly open. A crafty individua with aknife eased out,
carrying a cord, on which was strung about a dozen odd objects. As he peered around, something
flicked into his neck from the side, he clawed at thisthroat, staggered to the sidewalk, and a moment
later asecond figure greedily took possession of the string, bent over the falen figureto take it by one
ear, pulled out aknife, briefly tested its edge with athumb—"

Morrissey hit the"Replay" button.

Black smoke poured out of abuilding. A set of scurrying figuresran past carrying atorch, sprinted
down the block, hurled the torch through awindow, threw half-a-dozen bottlesin after it, and dove into
the gutter. A yellow flash and flame roared out the window, to climb high up the side of the building.

"Accomplishment,” said Morrissey dryly. "Collect ears, burn buildings, smash the town to bits."
Roberts snapped the switch, to see what was happening now.
At once, amob appeared, racing in full flight down astreet where no roboid police were anywherein



sght. Screams of terror mingled with the blare of loudspeakers:

"Becdm! You arein no danger! No punishment isintended for those who took part in this
disturbance!"

Someone screamed. "They're after ugl”

The loudspeaker boomed. "Becam!”

Someone screamed.

"HERE THEY COME!"

Roberts glanced at Morrissey. "Better turn that thing down."”
"I've already got it turned down dmost al theway.”

On the screen, the mob was running so fast that anyone who hesitated wasimmediately trampled
underfoot.

"Thetrouble," said Morrissey, "isthat once they get going, they go faster and faster al by themsalves.
They build up akind of inertiaal on their own."

The communicator was saying, "Thisview istypica of the streetsin atwenty-mile ring around the
Planetary Control Center. All citizens are urged to remain indoors. Repest, dl citizens are urged—"

Roberts said, "Weve got to stop it.”

"What would you suggest?' asked Morrissey.

"How about 'desreto fight'? That ought to nullify the panic.”
Hammell nodded. "They can't be scared and mad at the sametime.”

Morrissey didn't say anything, but glanced at alist of settings tacked on the want-generator frame,
then bent over it carefully. He straightened and glanced at the screen.

The screaming mob rounded a corner and there was another terrified mob coming from the other
direction. They fled headlong straight into each other, hit like two avalanchesin collison, and were srewn
al over street and sdewalks by the impact. They then suddenly looked furious, and sprang to their feet.

"Quick!" shouted Roberts. "Shut it off!"

"Done," sad Morrissey.

On the screen, the mingled remnants of the two mobs waded into each other savagely.
"For—" Roberts |looked on, speechless.

"It's started,” said Morrissey, "so it goes on by itself. Each one of them saw someone else glaring a
him. That was on account of our want-generator here. We turned that off. But dready, they were
swinging at each other. And the punches connected. Well, what would you do? Now they've got real
reasons to be mad. Y ou want meto set it up for 'desireto flee again?

"No. Thisisjust one scene. For dl we know, on other streetsthey're dtill fighting and running at the
sametime. Set it up for 'desireto deep.’ | don't see what harm that can do.”

On the screen, the combatants gradual ly seemed to run down. They looked around, yawning.

"Quick! said Roberts. "Shut it off!"

"Off," ssid Morrissey. "I'm getting quick at turning thisthing off."

Hammdl said, "Why not leave it on. Get them quieted down, and—Oh."

Fire was crawling forward up the block, and now burst out the windows fronting on the nearest
Street.

"l wasafraid,” said Roberts, "they'd get caught in thefire."

"Thisdisgraceful riot,” the communicator was saying, ""has caused damage that may not be repaired
for years. Y our city administration, human and roboid, will attempt to rectify the Stuation asrapidly as
possible. But any improvement will be contingent upon your cooperation. This upheava has cast doubt



upon many fundamenta bdiefsfirmly held in the past, and in future it may be necessary for your
adminigtration to use stronger methods to maintain law and order. It isfervently hoped, however, that—"

"Shut it off," groaned Roberts.

Morrissey reached over and snapped the switch.

"Great pace,” said Hammdll. " All we did was beam ‘desire for achievement' at them for afew
hours. How did all this mess come about?'

"Obvioudy," said Morrissey, "their idea of achievement just wasn't what we had in mind."

"Sure, but that isn't what | mean. Look, it wasonly alittle time. A few hours, that'sal. How did a
full-fledged revolution get going in that length of time?"

Roberts shook his head. "What's the big problem in getting anything changed? Creating desire for the
change. To get areform pushed through, for instance, there hasto be alot of argument just to get people
headed in the same direction. With this device, we may get through that stagein afew minutes."”

"Only," said Morrissey, "we don't know what will happen till weve doneit.”

"Thetrouble" said Hammell, "isthat they just aren't educated. If they were educated, they'd want
exactly the samethings we want. Let's set up 'desire to study.' We've got that, haven't we? Sure we
have. | remember.”

Dubioudy, Morrissey sad, "l don't know. It seemsto me—"

"Yes, we have, | remember when we hit it. All a once, | got an urge to sudy circuits, memorize
formulas—"

"Yes" said Morrissey, "l know we've got 'desire to study' on thelist. Sure we can hit them with that.
But then what? I've had enough of being sorcerer's gpprentice for awhile.”

"What harm could it possibly do?'

"I don't know. But that doesn't proveit won't do harm.”

"Thetrouble," said Roberts, "isthat we just aren't used to thisthing yet. We need more practice. This
islike stepping out into space for the firgt time, when you've grown up on aplanet. Thething is strange.
But that doesn't mean you won't master it, with practice.”

Morrissey looked dightly encouraged. "It is truethat thisisthe first timeweve used it.”

"Sure" saild Hammdll. "We were bound to have trouble.

"But,” said Roberts, "adready we're getting used to it. We know, for instance, that the effect builds up

alot faster than we thought. And we aso know that, once started, theré's a sort of inertia—the thing
tendsto keep going by itsdlf.”

"Well," said Morrissey, "when you put it that way—maybe things aren't as bad asthey looked. But |
think we'd better lay off for awhile, anyhow. I'm about donein.”

Roberts nodded. "They're about donein in that city, too."
"But tomorrow," said Hammell, "we can sart educating them.”

* % %

Early the next morning, they tuned in the city. The scene on the 3-V looked exactly like what it
was—the morning after asmall war. Roboid fire-fighting equipment battled firesin buildings and
smoldering dumps, whilefirg-aid crews shunted riot victimsinto big many-whed ed ambulances that
rolled away with adozen patients at atime. Whole buildings, and long stretches of street and park, were
like mountains of white foam, but morefires still burned, and the progtrate formsin the streets plainly
numbered in the hundreds, if not thousands.

"Whew," said Morrissey, glancing from the 3-V to the want-generator. "1 don't know. I'm amost
afraidto touch thisthing."

"Don't worry about that," said Hammell, "alittle education will sraighten everything out.”



"How do we know they can get anything to study? Does the place have alibrary?'
"It'sbound to," said Hammell. "Comeon. Let'sget onwithiit."

With visible reluctance, Morrissey turned to the want-generator. Then he shrugged, glanced at thelist
of settings, and got to work.

Hammell glanced a Roberts. "I wish they'd had something like thiswhen | wasin schoal.”

Roberts nodded absently. He was starting to have doubts about this approach. "How long isthis
going to take? Education is great, but it's kind of along-range proposition. We want to get off this planet
sometimein the foreseeable future.”

"Wdl," sad Hammell, "we worked up asmal war inlessthan aday.”

Morrissey straightened. "There we are. Now, what do we do? Shall we al watch it a once, or
should we set up asystem of watches?"

Hammell shrugged. "Why not let it work for an hour or s0?'A watched pot never boils.™
"No," said Morrissey. "It doesn't boil over, ether.”

Robertssaid, "I don't see how it could do any quick damage. Suppose Hammell and | work for a
while on the game we caught yesterday? If you want, you can keep watch on the 3-V."

Morrissey nodded. "What happened yesterday makes me uneasy."”

"Nothing bad," said Hammell positively, "can possibly come out of education.”

Morrissey visbly readied asharp reply.

Roberts poured oil on the waters. "Probably nothing will happen, but there's no harm being on the
safedde. Let'sgo seeif anything got in last night.”

Hammell nodded, and went along with Robertsinto the cargo compartment.

"Wdl," he said, "we should have fresh mest pretty soon. Nothing got in herelast night.”

They examined the game they'd caught the previous day, bled, gutted, and then hung up till they had
timeto skinit. Then they got out their knives.

An hour later, their knives were blunted, and their hands sore.

Hammédl growled, "It couldn't be harder if it were frozen."

The giff skin, held to the meat by tough membranes, gave way aninch at atime.

"Whew," said Roberts. "No wonder those technicians seemed so ugly. Probably everything they've
got only came after astruggle.”

Hammédl nodded. "Or maybe they got that way from eating the meat."

"That'sathought." Roberts eyed the anima with calculating gaze. "Weve got to figureit out
somehow. Those emergency rations were meant for awhole crew, but they won't last forever."

"Yesgh. Well, if wekeep at it—"

From the other end of the tender came Morrissey's voice.

"Ah, for theloveof ... Wdl, GREAT HOLY LEAPING..."

Without aword, Roberts and Hammell jumped up, and headed a arun for Morrissey and the 3-V
St

* % %

"Jugt ligento this" said Morrissey.

" ... will bedone” the communicator was saying, "in order to supply suitable study materias. We
repest, however, that books, films, spoals, and exhibits on such subjects as shoplifting, explosives,
safe-cracking, mental-suggestion, seduction, death rays, hypnotism, aphrodisiacs, sabotage, secret jujitsu
blows, and undetectable murder methods are forbidden under alaw which hasjust been enacted.
However, if anyone wishesto learn about anything else, the necessary materialswill be provided,



following due and careful consderation of the request.”

Hammell sagged against the bulkhead.

Roberts shook his head. " Another zero."

Morrissey had an odd smile on hisface. "What next?"

"Firg," said Roberts, "we don't get discouraged. We've got to keep trying—"

"Sure," said Morrissey. "If once you don't succeed, try, try again. If twice you don't succeed, try, try
again. If threetimesyou don't succeed—"

Roberts said, "What do you say | take the next turn at this?'

"Anything so | don't have to watch any more of it. What are you going to try?"

Hammedl said uneasily, "'l know thelast one didn't turn out, but I've got another idea.”

Morrissey smiled. "Sure.”

Hammell thrust out hischin.

Robertssaid, "Try it. If were going to get out of here, we've got to get some kind of improvement
darted. Just watch it."

"Il watchit," said Hammdl grimly. "Y ou go ahead.”

Morrissey said, "It'sdl yours. I'm going on vacation, starting now.”

"Bring your knifewith you," said Roberts. "I hopeit's sharp.”

* % %

Roberts and Morrissey had been wrestling with the local variety of antelope for the better part of two
hours, when a stream of incredible profanity burst out on them from the other section of the ship. They
sprinted for the air lock.

" ... Miserddle, brainless, incorrigible cretins,” Hammell was snarling. He glanced around at
Roberts. "Look at this. | set up 'desireto work."

Standing out from the screen, in redlitic three-dimensiond solidity, wasasmal crowd with hammers,
pipes, and crowbars. Asthey moved back, it was possible to see that they were crowded around a
half-disassembled police robot. Proudly, they took out gears, shafts, and small €ectric motors, and
divided them up amongst themsdves.

" ... sortof activity," the communicator was saying, "will not betolerated, nor will further removal of
paving blocks, doors and window frames, or lengths of gas or water line. Y our law-enforcement agency
ordersyou to cease and desist from further demoalition, remodeling, and private unauthorized
congruction. Strict pendtieswill beimposed . . ."

"That doesit," said Hammell.

"Wdl," said Roberts, "weve only started—"

"O.K., you try it." Hamme| went out the air lock. Morrissey lost no time following him.

* % %

Roberts found himself aone, eyeing first the want-generator, and then the sight of aweird structure,
built of torn-up paving blocks, that was rising in the middle of astreet, blocking the two center lanes.

"Whew," said Roberts. He went out into the control room, sat down in the control sedt, tilted it
back, and just let hismind drift. A few ideas cameinto hisfield of consciousness. How about 'desire to
do right'? But that depended on what anyone thought was right. How about ‘desire for progress?
Roberts didn't think he and Morrissey and Hammell had hit on that setting yet, but even if they did, what
would that produce? Whaose idea of progress? How about 'desire for religion? His mind presented him
with apicture of devotees hurling babiesinto the flaming idol.

Roberts groaned, lost the thread of histhoughts, fell into akind of stupefied daze, and emerged
thinking, "Obvioudy, one man can't figure thisout. It will take everyone to doiit.”



He woke up abruptly to ask himself what this meant.

Then suddenly he sat up. He swung hislegs over the edge of thetilted control seet, and balanced
there, hanging tight to the idea.

Everyone hasgot to do it.

Do what?

Figureit out.

How can that be?

Everyone will have to want to think.

Without wanting to, they won't do it, and every other desire will lead to amess.

Roberts got up, frowning, and walked out to look at the list tacked by the want-generator. Halfway
down wasthe notation: "Desre to meditate, consder, think things through.”

From the other part of the ship, he could hear heavy breathing as Hammell and Morrissey wrestled
with thetough hide.

Robertslooked at the notation again, then studied the linked want-generators. Carefully, he
disconnected one from the others, adjusted it to the proper setting, and turned it on, using low power.

At once, he had astrong ingstent desire to think things over. What did life mean? Did what he was
doing make sense? How—

Roberts carefully cut the power further.
"Hey," came Morrissey'svoice. "What are we using knives for?"

"Agh!" said Hammell. "How could we be so stupid? What we need for this beast are hatchets. Wait
aminute.”

There were rapid footsteps, then amoment later, there was a whack and agrunt. "Ah, that's better.
Now we've got a chance.”

Roberts connected the want-generator back into the larger circuit, and considered it carefully.

What was the chief difference between men, anyway, except that some men thought more and
deeper than others, and put the thoughtsinto action?

Carefully, Roberts adjusted the want-generator.

One hand on the switch, he asked himsdlf, "Is'desire to think' the cure-al? Anyway, it's one of the
ingredients, and probably the one that's missing. They've got plenty of experience. Butisit dl such
one-sded experience that they'll end up with the wrong conclusions? Then what?'

Exasperated, Roberts paused to set the power lower yet, and threw the switch.

Then he went out into the air lock, and called Morrissey.

Morrissey came over, entered the hatch, and followed Roberts through the air lock, to hastily glance
a the 3-V. Nothing was visible save afew people wandering around with looks of vague disqui€t, asif
they had just remembered that they wanted to do something, but what wasit?

Morrissey looked at the want-generator to seeif it was on, blinked in surprise, and studied the
Seiting.

" 'Dedire to meditate, consider, think thingsthrough.' Why didn't | think of that?"

Roberts shook his head. "It won't work. Count on it. It looked great a minute ago. Buit it's not
enough.”

"At leadt, they aren't tearing the place to pieces.”

"No, but weve got to work in some other wants and desires, or they aren't going to accomplish
anything, either. Let'slet 'desireto think' run for awhile, then very carefully we can switch to another
sgnd, maybe 'desire to improve,’ and see what happens. If some kind of mess starts up, we can go back
to 'desireto think' again.”



Morrissey began to look excited. "That might work, at that."

"OK., let'sgive them avacation for afew hours, then start hitting them with 'desire for deep.’ They'll
be in better shapeto think straight tomorrow if they get plenty of deep tonight.”
"Good idea. Swell, well do that.”

* % %

That night, the roboid police patrolled in vain. Not one crime was committed, anywherein the city.
All the humans were adeep.

The next morning, around 6:15, the people of the city began to wake up. Everything went along
normaly until around 9:00 am., when an insstent urge to think things over began to seize hold of them.
Theroboid police were now unemployed till noon, when the inhabitants stopped frowning in thought long
enough to eat. Activity picked up to norma until 1:00 in the afternoon, when gradually everyone began
feding aprogressively stronger urge to think things over. Thiswent on until 5:00 p.m., when the populace
gradualy began to loseinterest, stretched, and felt adesire for physical exercise. The roboid police, who
had wheded vainly up and down the long empty streetsdl afternoon, now suddenly got their whole day's
workout in twenty minutes. The popul ace chose to take their exercise by bombarding the police with
bottles, trash, and broken-up chunks of paving. When the furious twenty minutes cameto an end, at
precisaly 5:20, the populace started to lose interest, and drifted back into the buildings, where they
thought things over until around six-thirty. Then they began to want something to eat and things came
back to comparative normal until around 9:00 p.m. when everyone began to yawn. By 9:30 the human
part of the city was adeep.

All that night, the roboid police had nothing to do but travel up and down the empty Streets.

"Now," said Hammell, "thisismorelikeit."

Morrissey beamed. "We're garting to get the hang of thisthing."

Roberts, conscious of having originated the idea, modestly said nothing.

The next day went aong the same way, until 6:00 p.m., when Roberts shut down operationstill 9:00.
"It'sworking," said Hammell. "Y ou can see an improvement in their gppearance.”

"That deep helps" said Morrissey.

"Not only that, they look thoughtful.”

"What we're doing ought to redly uplift this place," Morrissey agreed.

Roberts basked, and remained silent.

There was ajarring buzz from the communicator.

Morrissey sat up. "Who might that be?"

"Probably thetechnicians,” said Hammell.

"Leavethevisud transmisson off," said Roberts, Sitting up. Morrissey nodded. "How about visua
reception?”

"OK. by me"

Morrissey snapped on the communicator.

The three-dimensiond image of Kelty, assstant-chief of the City's law-enforcement department
gprang into view. Kty looked exhausted.

"O.K., youwin, Roberts."

Roberts |ooked blank.

"Roberts," sad Kety. "Do you hear me?"

"l hear you."

"I'm throwing in the sponge. Y ou'll have your repairs as soon as we can get the shop set up.”



"Y ou said that couldn't be done."

"The events of the last few days have given the computer some new datato work on. That uprisng
came within a hairbreadth of success. The computer now knows it can be destroyed. One of the
computer's built-in directivesisthat it safeguard itself, so long asthe resulting actionsaren't inimica to the
long-term welfare of the populace. That directiveis now brought into operation.”

"l see. But why call me?’

"I've been thinking things over for the last couple of days. Believe me, | haven't thought asmuchin
most years as I've thought in the last couple days. Thething is perfectly obvious. Firdt, theré'sthe worst
upheava weve ever had on this planet. Following this, we have the most fantastic set of exasperating
petty-sabotage operations, in turn followed by utter silence. Then, thereis one concentrated burst of
violence, followed again by slence. We have thistwo daysin arow.”

Onthe 3-V, Kdty shook his head. "By no stretch of the imagination could athing like this come
about by accident. Thisisademongtration of control that stuns the mind. Control by whom? The most
searching investigation, using survelllance devices dl over the City, reved s not the dightest evidence of
how it's done. So we're blocked there. But who could provide the leadership for athing likethis? Only
the technicians, or complete outsiders. | happen to know that the techniciansarein no positionto doit.
With them, in that wilderness, it's touch-and-go.

"Now then," said Kdty, "where does this|eave us? We have the following events: Y ou and your
cargo-control officer present yourselves to the City government, requesting repairs. Y ou are refused. A
couple weeks go by, and someone masterminds an attack that al but destroys the entity that refused you
help. Following this, there is ademonstration that someone is exercising nearly absol ute control over the
populace. All I cansay is, I'm sorry | was so dow to catch on. I've put the problem to the computer in
the light of thesefacts, and it is prepared to rebuild the Class | repair facility at once, especialy if youll
hold down the destructiveness of the populace until the work is done.”

Roberts waited until he was reasonably sure he had control of hisvoice. "Kédty, you understand that |
don't admit interfering in the internd affairs of this planet?’

Kety nodded glumly.

"However," said Roberts, "from what you've told me, and from what we've seen watching the 3-V, it
does seem that this destructiveness you spesk of ought to die down for long enough to get the repair
facility completed.”

Kety sghedinrelief. "Congder it done. Listen, Roberts—"

llY@l

"I don't know who you really are, or what are your intentions. With such power asyou've
demondtrated, obvioudy you're far more than the captain of acargo ship. | don't ask you to admit that.
All | say isthis: If you decideto fit this planet into your plans, just tell me what you want done. Isthat
al right, Roberts?'

"l hear you," said Roberts, fighting to keep his voice even.

"That'sdl | ask," said Kdty. "I'm sorry it took me so long to catch on."

The three-dimensiona image faded out.

Roberts turned off the communicator.

Morrissey said, in asurprised voice, "That'sit. That'swhat we've been trying for.”

Hammel said hesitantly, ™Y ou know, he'sright. With this device, we could exercise enormous
power." He paused. "But, of course, we wouldn't want to."

"Of course not," said Roberts, scowling.
"It would be sdifish," said Morrissey.
They dropped the subject, but it hung in the air afterward.



* % %

The daystill now, having been filled with trouble and danger, had crept past aminute at atime. The
following days, filled with success, went by in aflash. Suddenly the repair facility was done, the specid
tools made, the repairsfinished, and the three injured men were on their way back to the tender.
Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey disassembled the want-generator, and stood watching the city on the
3-V.

"Well," said Hammdll, "believe me, we earned those repairs.”

On the screen, the people had changed in away that was hard to pin down, but that came across as
amarked increasein self-respect and sdf-reliance.

Morrissey said exasperatedly, "The planet's fill a mess, though. Look there.”

A group of youths stalked past, four abreast, wearing armbands marked with triple thunderbolts.
They were neat, trim, and confident; the rest of the citizens hastened to get off the Sdewak asthey
approached.

A roboid policeman cruised by, plainly uncertain just what to do about this phenomenon.

"Somewhere," said Morrissey, "there must be someonein that city who did alot of thinking—about
just how much power he could get, with the right organization.”

Hammell nodded. "Kdty's going to have a gresat time when that outfit gets going.”

Roberts was frowning at the screen. He could sense what was coming. Morrissey and Hammell both
had afeding of dissatisfaction. The job wasn't done yet.

Hammell sad, "Wevedl got accumulated leave coming. | was wondering—"
Morrissey was frowning at the screen. "That's athought. We ought to be able to finish this”

Hammell and Morrissey glanced questioningly at Roberts. Something told Roberts that they were not
asking his opinion asto whether they should come back. They were asking if he wanted to come back
with them.

Kety'slast comment occurred to Roberts. Kelty thought some gigantic cosmic plan was afoot. But
Roberts and the others had merely been driven here by bad luck, and the want-generator wasjust a
device they found handy to help them get away.

Roberts paused, as his memory played back thislast thought, and then his perspective shifted.
The steam engine was once just a device that people found handy to pump water out of mines.

The airplane had been only a device that could hold aman off the ground for fifty-nine seconds, and
in the process carry him not quite three hundred yards.

The spaceship was once just adevice that could lift an experimenta anima into orbit for afew days.
It was merdly that kind of device that the three of them had stumbled on.
Why get excited about a thing like that?

Robertswas dizzy with asudden vision that flashed into his mind, and as suddenly was gone.
Morrissey and Hammel were il looking a him questioningly.

Roberts waited a moment, to be sure his voice would be natural .
Then he cleared histhroat.
"OK." hesad.



THE DUKES OF DESIRE

Vaughan Roberts glanced from the viewscreen to the landing display, and dropped the salvaged
Interstellar Petrol ship into the clearing, between agnarled tree with thorns as big asaman's forearm, and
abattered space yacht whose big hatch was just swinging open.

Roberts pushed forward a toggle-switch on the | eft Sde of the control panel, and with afaint whir the
stabilizer feet telescoped out, to steady the ship on its smoothly-curved underside. Roberts switched off
the gravitors and unbuckled his safety harness, then dipped out of the control seat, ducked under thelong
shiny cylinder that ran the length of the ship, and went up severd stepsin the cramped aft section, to
release the clamp on the small outer hatch. He spun the lockwhed counterclockwise, pulled the
hatch-lever down and dammed it forward, and the hatch svung up and back. A shaft of sunlight shone
in, casting shadows of large sharp thorns partly hidden by leaves.

Robertslooked warily al around, loosened hisfuson guninits holster, and pulled himsdf out the
hatch. He sucked in a breath of fresh planetary air, glanced around at the rustling leaves and gently
blowing grass, looked up at awhite puffy cloud drifting acrossthe clear blue sky, and abruptly snapped
his gun out of its holster as brush moved in arippling motion at the edge of the clearing.

A thing much bigger than atiger, mottled gray in color, silently blurred out of the brush to bound
straight for Roberts, forepaws outstretched.

Robertsfired, fired again, jumped down the hatchway, grabbed the lever and heaved.
Clang! The hatch dammed shut.

WHOOM! There was anoise like an enormous gas burner, gone amost as soon asit began. The ship
quivered. Then there was athud somewhere &ft.

Roberts crouched in the cramped space under the hatch, gripping the fusion gun, and listened intently.
He heard nothing more. Very cautioudy, he opened the hatch.

Inthe dit of sunlight revedled, he could see, farther aft, the number two reaction-drive nozzle dowly
settle back into position. A wisp of smoke wasrising from asmall gun turret afew feet from the hatch. A
long shiny meta stalk, not quite asthick asaman'swrist, arced out from another turret forward, extruded
aset of metd fingers, picked up ariddled and smoldering furry head and dropped it over the side.
Robertslooked around, but if the rest of the body was anywhere nearby, he couldn't seeit.

He thought a moment, went back and put on abulky suit of battle armor, and decided to try again.

He shoved open the hatch, and climbed out to ook at the ship. Wherever he turned, guns bristled.
Small turrets, meant for short-range defense, dotted the smooth armored surface. Amidships, amovable
belt of fusion turrets faced aft, so that he was|ooking down their muzzles. Further forward, two large
turrets, one behind and above the other, mounted fusion cannon big enough for aman to put hisarm into.
Thedght of all these gun turrets, and of the snap-beam transceptor head steadily rotating atop its mast,
gave Roberts awarm pleasant sensation, far different from what held felt the last time held been on this
planet.

From above, where to one side the big hatch of the battered space yacht was now wide open, a



rough masculine voice caled down.
"The place hasn't changed much, hasit?’

Roberts looked up, to see astrongly built figure, somewhat foreshortened by hisangle of vision,
grinning down at him. Thiswas Hammel, who'd been stranded here with him the last time.

"No," said Roberts, automaticaly glancing around the clearing, and taking a quick look overhead.
"Not out here, at least. Wheré's Morrissey?"

"Up above. Hejust got through setting up the gear. Come on up, if you can stand to leave that flying
fort of yours"

Roberts grunted, took another quick look around, studied the ground below the curve of the
patrol-ship's hull, walked aft along one of the horizontd fins, and dropped off. The moment he was clear
of the ship, there was a clang, and Roberts turned to see that the patrol-ship's hatch had shut.

From overhead, Hammél laughed, and cdled, ™Y ou've got thet thing trained.”

* % %

Roberts gave a second grunt, but no reply. The patrol ship was asore point between them.
Marooned on the planet earlier because of gravitor trouble, the three men had promised themselvesto
come back under better conditions, bringing with them an improved version of the device that had made
their escape possible. One of thelittle details they hadn't settled beforehand was what they would come
back in. Hammell and Morrissey wanted something roomy, comfortable—if possible luxurious. Roberts
wanted plenty of firepower, and as much armor between himself and the planet as possible. Hammell and
Morrissey duly selected alarge roomy yacht with a solitary energy-cannon mounted in the bow, but
otherwise equipped like aluxury hotel. Roberts sdlected the much smaller patrol ship, cramped and
functiona perhaps, but armed to the teeth, and fitted with a powerful drive-unit. Neither sde had
compromised, and the argument was till going on.

Roberts, climbing the ladderlike recessed holds up to the space yacht's big hatch, reminded himsdlf
that he, Hammell, and Morrissey were dl equalsin rank for the duration of their leave. At work, Roberts
was captain of thefast interstellar transport Orion, Hammell was cargo-control officer, and Morrissey
was communicetions officer. Possbly for this reason, there was alittle extrafriction now and then.
Roberts was determined not to add to it if he could help it. But he didn't intend to lean over backwards
so far that hefell on hishead, either.

He reached the top of the ladder, and Hammell reached down to help him up.

"It would be better if wewereal inthe same ship,” said Hammell. ™Y ou wouldn't have to go around
looking like agorillain aniron suit every time we have to get together. It would be a lot more
convenient.”

"Y ou take the convenience," said Roberts, "and I'll take the guns. Where's Morrissey?!

"Uponthesxthlevd."

Roberts thought amoment, and remembered that on the yacht, which set down upright oniitstall, the

horizonta levels started with the drive-unit and storage compartment at the base, below where they now
stood. The sixth level would be the control room.

"Wouldn't there be more room down one level ?*

Hammell nodded. "That's where he's got the spy screen set up. But right now | think he'sback upin
the control room checking the communicator again.”

"Good," said Roberts. "We can get an ideawhether things have changed much.”

Hammel|l touched a button beside the hatch, and the hatch swung silently shut. He and Roberts
walked towards a softly-glowing ova on the deck. Theright haf of thisova was green, and the left half
red. Roberts stepped carefully on the green, and at once the walls of the ship dropped downward, and

with a soft murmur an ova section of the next level overhead did back. One-by-one, the levels dropped
pagt, disclosing entrances to a succession of medium-sized roomswith curving wals, designed for



entertainment, eating, deeping, and then they passed the level where Morrissey had set up the equipment,
and reached the control room, which seemed comparatively small because of the inward-curving sides
near the nose of the ship. Roberts caught a polished silvery bar, and stepped out of the lift. He nodded to
the lean sandy-haired individua who glanced up with worried e ectric-blue eyes from the communicator.

"Hello, Morrissey,” said Roberts.

Morrissey blinked in momentary alarm at the battle armor.

"Sir," he said automatically, then added. " Something's changed since we were here before.”
"What?"

"The screen no longer gives continuous news broadcasts from the city.”

"That doesn't sound good."”

"It sure doesn't. So we can see what's happening, I've let go the spy-system pickups, set to tap into
the city's surveillance network. | hope that works."

"Yes," sad Roberts, remembering that this had been Morrissey's big worry. "When will we find out?'

"If nothing's wrong, we ought to be able to pick up the relayed signas any time now. | came back up
here because | didn't want to St down below chewing my nails.”

"Let'sgo take alook now. If we can't get that spy screen to work, werein amessright at the
beginning.”

They dropped down to the next lower leve, to see with relief that the big spy screen, though il
unfocused, was dready lit up. As Morrissey and Hammell dragged over some chairs, Roberts climbed
out of the battle armor.

* % %

They sat down in thethree chairs, in front of the wide improvised control panel, and Roberts, in the
center, adjusted the focus of the spy screen. At once, he had a sharply-detailed view of a potholed street
strewn with trash. To the left was alarge building with the windows knocked out. To the right was apark
where rats scurried amidst the leafless dead trees and smoldering hegps of garbage. Straight ahead, in the
center of the street, two small boys stood menacingly with short lengths of iron pipe, their legswide
gpart, their clothes ragged and dirty save for armbands marked with triple lightning-bolt insgnia. Just
rolling onto the screen were apair of roboid policemen, their whip antennas swaying, the sunlight flashing
on the spokes of their high bicycle-type whedls.

Morrissey, to Roberts right, gave a surprised grunt.
Robertssaid, "If thisistypical, no wonder they aren't broadcasting.”

Hammell nodded. "There's nothing like disorder and violence to get people worked up. And there's
nothing like having people worked up to bring on disorder and violence."

"Andthisisjust the oot for it,” said Roberts. He was thinking of the gigantic dum-city, built by a
beneficent foundation, and peopled from the dums of half-a-dozen older worlds. But it struck him
suddenly that it applied to the whole planet aswell.

He glanced out one of the space yacht's portholes at the smal bristling Interstellar Patrol ship below.
Roberts had |ocated the patrol ship in asavage cluster, and the salvage operator had been only too
happy to tradeit for most of Roberts accumulated savings. There were quite anumber of specia devices
on the patrol ship, any one of which wasworth far more than the purchase price. But this didn't affect the
sdvage operator's ddight in getting rid of the ship.

Inthefirst place, his sharpest tools and hottest torches wouldn't cut the patrol ship'sarmor. In the
second place, the patrol ship'slarge and numerous weapons were controlled by acombat computer,
which came on automatically whenever anyone tried anything that promised to blast off achunk of
high-grade metd. In the third place, worst of al, the ship was partidly controlled by what was sometimes
cdled a"symbiotic computer." This computer had apparently existed in aspecia relationship with the



former crewmen, and now it passed judgment on prospective purchasers, applying roughly the same
standards that were necessary to enlist in the Interstellar Patrol. If the prospective purchaser wasn't up to
par—mentaly, physicaly, or moraly—the computer disdained him. Asaresult, nothing on the ship
would work for him.

Roberts had barely squeezed by the computer's forbidding scrutiny. But that was al he needed to do.
The ship flew for him. Roberts soon found himself with aship equipped with an armament fit to dent a
planet. The salvage operator, for his part, rdievedly blew akiss after the dwindling speck in the distance,
and resolved never again to touch anything like that unless he had a private dreadnought to break it up
with.

Now, on the planet, Roberts |looked out with pleasure at the ship, but at the same time got aview of
the trees that surrounded the clearing. Just what was hidden back in those trees, perhaps only fifty feet
from the clearing, would have been hard to say. But the space yacht, while coming down to land, had run
into some kind of monster with the bad judgment to jump up and take asnap a one of the big finsthat
would steady the yacht asit stood on itstail. Thefin, with the weight of the yacht behind it, crushed the
anima. The smdl of blood having aready apparently spread the promise of afree medl, Roberts could
seethat other creatures were now prospecting around. Therewas aflap of big wings overhead, and the
rustle of leaves at the edge of the clearing. Just what would pop out was hard to say, but Robertstook a
quick glance at hissuit of battle armor, fixing itslocation in mind so he could get into it with no wasted
timeif he had to. Then he reluctantly placed histrust in the space yacht's energy-cannon, and turned back
to the spy screen.

* % %

Hammell wasleaning forward tensely, " Something's getting ready to blow in that city. Otherwisethe
police just wouldn't be this heavily reinforced.”

On the screen, two more roboid policemen had swung into view behind thefirst pair, and these were
followed in turn by aflying wedge of roboid police.

Straight ahead, the two boysin the middle of the street stayed where they were and jeered.

Roberts glanced at the locator screen in front of Morrissey. This screen was marked off in city
blocks, like abig dongated chesshoard with oval edges. A strip of street, running through an intersection
and about afourth of ablock farther in both directions, was lit up whitely, showing the section now in
view on the py screen.

As Roberts glanced from one screen to the other, suddenly the two boys snapped their arms
forward, the lengths of pipe arced out to dam into the roboid police, and twin flashes of dazzling light
outlined atangle of ripped and torn metal housings, shredded insulation, bent tubing, and bare gears,
shafts, and axles. Thefirst pair of roboid police smashed to astop.

The two boys were aready sprinting toward opposite sides of the Street.

The second pair of roboid police rolled unswervingly past the wreckage of the first.

Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey stared at the screen, their expressions perfectly blank.

From behind a heap of garbage at the edge of the park, two more boys raced out, clutching short
lengths of pipe.

AsMorrissey snapped a switch, twin speakersto either side of the spy screen came on, relaying
sounds from the scene. An amplified voice spoke out:

"Clear the gtreet. Thiswarning will not be repeated. Clear the Street. Further violence against your
Law-Enforcement Officerswill be met with maximum force. Clear the direet.”

The two boys sprinted directly toward the approaching roboid police. Their right arms swung back.
Their faces twisted in hatred and contempt, and their arms swung sharply forward. The short lengths of

pipe stresked out, dammed into the fronts of the pair of oncoming machines. There were two dazzling
flashes,



Theroar of the explosions drowned out al other sounds. The boys had already separated, to sprint,
off-balance from the force of the explosions, toward opposite sides of the street.

Two more roboid policemen smashed to astop in awhirl of flame, smoke, and showers of sparks.

Behind them, the'V of the flying wedge rushed forward. Unlike the others, which had been light-blue,
these roboid police were painted black with silver markings.

In the building to the left of the street, the doors now swung open, and small groups of boys sprinted
out to form aline completely acrossthe street. The ends of the line rushed forward, then the center,
forming arough inverted U that raced toward the oncoming V. The V opened briefly to passthe
wrecked police machines, then closed again in precise dignment.

For amoment there was a silence, broken only by the hiss of tires on the pavement, the pound of
feet, and the panting of bresth. Then there was a concerted yell, "Kill the mechs!" The boys arms
swung back in unison.

At the fronts of the police machines, small doors snapped up and back. From behind each door
cameabright spurting flash.

The boys armsflew out, their knees buckled, and their lengths of pipe dropped free asthey fell
gprawling to the pavement amidst sudden dazzling flashes of light.

The flying wedge of roboid police swept forward with no change of speed or direction. Their narrow
tires, heavily-loaded, crossed the torn inert bodies, cut, ground, and dashed them. Thetiresand rims
turned red, to lay down narrow red stripsin absolutely straight lines on the pavement.

Hammell, Roberts, and Morrissey, momentarily unable to move, sat with their hands gripping the
edge of the control pandl.

A pretty woman, ababy bundlein her arms, rushed from adoor down the street, screaming, "My
boys! My boysl" and ran toward a pair of the inert, mangled bodies, herself coming into the path of the

flying wedge,
In the fronts of the onrushing police robots, the little doors snapped open.
Hammell gave an inarticulate sound of horror.

Roberts, hismind awhirling maze of cdculations, cameto hisfeet. His patrol ship was heavily enough
armed to handle any concentration of police robots. If he took the ship to the edge of this section of the
cty...

On the screen, directly in the path of the flying wedge, the woman screamed, and raised her bundle
high overhead, asif tolift her baby out of danger.

From behind the little doors, bright flashes spurted ouit.

Roberts had dready started to turn away, his hand reaching out for the battle armor he had to wear
to crossthe clearing.

On the screen there was ahuge, brilliantly dazzling flash as the "baby" blew up.

Roberts, blank-faced, one hand on the battle armor, stared at the screen.

Besde him, Morrissey stood motionlesswith a perfectly blank expression.

Hammdl grunted in disgust, and settled back into his seet.

Robertstilted the battle armor back againgt the wall of the ship and sat down.

* % %

On the screen, the wedge of roboid police swept by, followed by two long columns of roboid police

firing asthey passed at the building and into the dump on opposite sides of the Street.

Down the street at the end of the building, aflash of movement Ieft Robertswith a brief afterimage of
something vaguely shaped like a camera, that had apparently recorded what had happened so far, and
was now pulled inside as the roboid police came dangeroudy close.



The long double column of roboid police was now dowing to ahalt, the point of the wedge extending
exactly to the center of the intersection beyond the far end of the building. From the left, a second wedge
followed by another two columns appeared from behind the building, moving adong the intersecting stret,
and joined up with the first wedge. The individua roboid police now had turned ninety degrees, to face
the building and the adjoining parks, and the lines of police themselves moved farther apart, to openup a
wide protected strip of avenue between thelines.

Down this protected roadway came something long, low, and broad, with jointed body sections
running on many whedls, with turrets on top dowly swinging large muzzled uptilted gunstoward the
building.

From the building came shots and small bundlesthat arced out and down. Up and down the Strest,
more smdl bundles flew out from the cellar windows. With bright flashes, gaps began to appear in the
lines of roboid police.

The long many-wheeled device now dowed to a stop. Its upward-pointing barrels moved dowly,
methodically. At the mouth of each barrel there was ablur, then another blur, then another blur.

From the windows of the building came aflash, then from the next window ancther flash, then from
the next window another flash.

Another long low many-wheded devicerolled past the first and stopped farther down the street, to
heave its explosive shdls through the next section of windows.

The repested short blast of awhistle cut through the roar of explosives. The tossing of bundlesfrom
the windows abruptly stopped.

Down the street came a chunky vehicle with severa big hemispherical bulges at the top. It stopped at
athing in the street like amanhole cover, flipped the cover off with two pronged levers, eased forward
and dropped something round and bellowdike over the hole. Wisps of yellow smoke began to escape
around the edges.

"Sedling off the sewer system,” said Hammell. "No one will get out of the building that way."
"They'd better get out some way pretty quick,” said Morrissey, "or they aren't going to. Look there.”

A low blocky object, like ahuge metd brick, heavily mounted the sdewalk, and moved massively
forward on concedled whedls or rollers. The door of the building snapped back beforeit like a
matchgtick, there was a bright flash from undernegth, with no visible effect, then the devicewasinside. It
backed up, taking haf the doorframe and part of the adjoining wall with it, and rolled forward again. In
the silence now that the shooting had died away, there was adull heavy crunch. The massive devicethen
regppeared, and rumbled down the sidewalk toward the next door. Behind it, there now moved forward
ahost of spidery devices, varying from about one to four feet tal, that moved methodicaly into the
building, followed by low long broad things with many short legs, like metd centipedes. They crawled off
of asteady procession of low broad-roofed carriers with open sides, that rolled up the street, discharged
their cargo, and moved on to vanish around the corner.

Time passed, and spidery many-legged metal forms appeared on successively higher floors of the
building, and findly on the roof. But only two humans were carried out, and both of them were plainly
dead.

Meanwhile, asmal crowd of people had gathered, gpparently from neighboring buildings, to watch
raptly from the far side of the double line of roboid police. Asthe metal devices appeared on
successively higher floors, the people pointed and shouted in pleasure. As the dead bodies were carried
out, they cheered.

Roberts sat back and looked blankly at Hammell. Hammell shook his head. Roberts glanced at
Morrissey. Morrissey ran his hand over hisface.

"Well," said Robertsfinally, "before we can decide what to do thistime, it looks like we're going to
have to figure out what's developed out of what we did the last time."



Morrissey nodded. Hammell looked moodily out &t the clearing.

From behind them came the bland voice of Holcombe, the life-like roboid butler that had come with
the space yacht, and added a specid touch of luxury that had enabled the manufacturersto charge what
they had for this deluxe version of the ship when it was new.

Holcombe was saying deferentidly: "A little light refreshment, my lords?’

Morrissey said wearily, "Just a pitcher of water, Holcombe. Plus three glasses and alarge bottle of
axairn.”

"Yes, my lord." Holcombe bowed and retired.

The three men stared moodily at the screen.

* % %

It took them most of the day, methodically working with the spy screen, to get arough ideawhat was
going on in the city. Oncethey had it, they sat back in exasperated bafflement.

From one end of the city to the other, barring only the region around the Planetary Control Center
itself, ahighly-organized gang of fanatics seemed to be a work, operating from anetwork of their own
tunndls. These tunnels were independent of the city's network of steam lines, cables, pipes, and
underground maintenance tunnels, though the two connected a a number of points. Except at these
points, the city's surveillance devices showed nothing of what went on inside the newly-dug tunnels.
Hence the spy screen, which operated from taps on the city's surveillance system, a so showed nothing,
except at these points. But from watching the movement of maintenance and combat devicesinside the
city'stunnels, it became obvious that a continuous skirmishing and probing was going on, with the
computer trying to isolate and clean out sections of the fanatics tunnds, while the fanatics calculatedly
sabotaged water pipes, steam lines, and power cables, to keep the computer distracted with maintenance
problems, and its tunnel's clogged with maintenance devices. Meanwhile, above ground, gangs of fanatics,
wearing triple lightning-bolt insgnia, burst out to seize able-bodied protesting citizensfor work inthe
shove gangs. The generd bulk of the populace, if anything, looked more run-down and put upon than
before. Now they had two sets of rulersinstead of one, and the rulers were at war with each other.

"Thisnetwork of tunnels," said Hammdl findly, "makesit amess. How do we know what effect
we're having on them if we can't seethem?”

"Wecantry," sad Morrissey, "to figure it out from what happens afterward.”

"That's nice. We can figure out whether a bottle had nitroglycerinein it by ‘what happened afterward
when we jarred the bottle.”

Roberts studied the screen. " Suppose we bring them dl to the surface, then?”!
"How?'
"Have we got anything on that list that will serve the purpose of claustrophobia?’

Morrissey blinked. "That's athought." He ran hisfinger down a paper tacked by the locator screen,
flipped the paper up, and ran down a second list undernesth.

"Herewe are. 'Desrefor light and air.' 'Desire to escape confinement.' " He flipped up the next page.
" 'Dedirefor room, space." "

"Just what we need. How would you like to be down in atunnel and suddenly start to fed one of
those desires?’

" wouldn't. But if | were afanatic, maybe l'd be abletoresst it.”

"Could we work it so that a blend of all those desireswould be generated? After dl, with this
synchronous rotor setup you worked out, we can hit different sections with different settings at the same
time. Why not the same section with several settings at once?”

Morrissey blinked, and looked wary. "But not throughout the whole city?”
"No, of course not," said Roberts. "Who knows what would happen? No, just try one place at a



time. A good spot to start might be near that building where al the fighting was earlier. There should il
be some peoplein tunnels under there. Then we can see how thisworks."
Morrissey nodded. "Good idea. WEll try it."

* * %

They switched the spy screen back to aview of the building, and of the garbage-filled park beside
the building. Morrissey set up the want-generator to hit just that section of the city with "desirefor light
and air,” "dedire to escgpe confinement,” and "desire for room, space.”

Then they watched the screen.

Somewhere underground, there should be some fanatica humans, lurking in tunnels, and suddenly
stricken with an urgent desire for light, air, and unconfined space.

Very soon, these humans should come to the surface somewhere.
For along time, they waited.
But for along time, nothing happened.

Roberts, frowning, studied first the building, then the park, to make out findly, in the center of the
park amidst the enormous hegps of garbage, the remains of what appeared to be a bandstand. He was
frowning a this structure, when awild-looking individua with improvised gun in one hand suddenly burst
out atrapdoor in the center, and plunged out into the heaped-up garbage. Right behind him cametwo
more, their faces frantic and chests pumping desperately for air. After the first three came aflood of
humanity, each carrying aclub, alength of pipe, agun apparently taken from awrecked roboid
policeman, and fitted with astock, or some other weapon. There was no room for them all on the
bandstand, and in any case they didn't try to stay there, but immediately sorang off into the heaped
garbage, to plunge and heave desperately, asif trying to climb up into the open air itsdlf.

Lagt out of the hole came aman about five feet ten inchestall, strongly built, neatly-dressed in
coverdlswith triple lightning-bolt armband, carrying ariflein hisright hand, and plainly boiling med. He
gestured angrily toward the trgpdoor, shook hisfist, and threatened the others with his gun. Hisvoice
cameout in aflow of words so rapid that all Roberts could make out was the sense of urgency, and the
tone of command. Meanwhile, the scores of armed men ceased their struggles and lay flat, face-downin
the garbage, or stared up dazedly at the open sky overhead, and tried to act asif they didn't hear.

At the same time, around the edges of the park, roboid police began to pour in from eight different
directions, coming both ways aong the four wide Streets that intersected to form the boundaries of the
park.

It dawned on Roberts that this scene must have appeared on some pand in the Planetary Control
Center, or otherwise have come to the attention of the planetary computer. And the computer waslosing
no timein taking advantage of thewindfall.

A new urgency cameinto the voice of the man on the bandstand.

Around the sides of the park, the rapidly accumulating roboid police milled, searching for some route
through the heaps of garbage. Here and there, one or two eased in, went forward alittle distance, lost
headway, came to astop, backed up, and dammed forward again, to bog down once more in towering
piles of decaying trash and garbage.

Down one of theintersecting streets came along snakelike whedled carrier, that pulled alongside the
edge of the dump and dowed to a stop. The arched armored roof tilted up and back in sections, the first
sections swinging far back to brace the carrier from tipping off-balance, as successively, other heavy
sections swung up and over. Out of the carrier crept along device like ametal centipede, with flanged
underside instead of legs. The device inched its way forward as successive waves of expansion and
contraction moved aong itslength. The headlike appendage at the front, fitted with multiple visua
receptors behind thick glass plates, and two groups of four large gun muzzles on aside, selected alow
place between two heaps of garbage, and pushed forward steadily, thrust ahead by the metallic bulk



following dong behind in steady successive waves of expansion and contraction; the flangeslifting, tilting,
flowing forward, dipping down and thrusting steadily back.

Now an amplified voice boomed out: "Y ou are surrounded. Surrender peacefully and you will be
remanded for psychiatric examination to the Centrd Medicad Computer. Y ou will not be harmed. Resst,
and you will be destroyed at once. Y ou have no choice. Surrender. Throw your weapons toward the—"

Atop the bandstand, the man who'd been arguing with the others had dropped to one knee, hisgun
resting on ahaf-rotted rail a the edge of the platform.

There was a solitary bang, and the voice demanding surrender went silent.

* % %

Morrissey said, "They aren't throwing their guns out, and they aren't fighting, either. That metd snake
isgoing to get to them in about a minute-and-a-hdf and blow them to bits. Isn't there something we
can—"

Roberts thought fast, and said, "Reset the generator. Hit them with 'Desire to obey the law.™

Morrissey flipped quickly through the list, glancing nervoudy back at the screen asthe enormous
metal centipede crawled steadily through the piles of trash.

"Do we have 'Desireto obey the law'?’

Roberts tore his gaze from the screen. "It's halfway down the list. 'Obedience to authority' or
something likethat.”

"That'sit," said Morrissey. Quickly, he reset the want-generator.

On the screen, the leader of the humans, on the bandstand, wastalking in alow urgent voice, lying
flat on the stand as ametdlic head started up over amound of trash, and suddenly every other human
stood up. Every singleindividua ether threw alength of pipe, or threw apadded bundle, or fired agun,
or lunged right or |eft through the garbage to get a clean shot or throw around the side of the stand.

Everyone's aim was good.

In aterrific series of flashes, the head end of the huge metal centipede blew apart.

In one spontaneous surge, the humans then plunged through the garbage to the stand and in aline that
moved like clockwork, dropped one-by-one through the trapdoor into the interior.

All savefor the leader, who was now on hisknees, hands clasped and head uplifted, lips moving, his
expression earnest.

"Shut it off," said Roberts exasperatedly.

On the screen, the leader suddenly bowed his head, opened his eyes, and jumped down the hole.
The trapdoor dammed shut.

A plume of dirty smoke climbed up from the wrecked front end of the metal centipede.

"Now what?" said Morrissey, glancing from the controls to the screen. "Did | somehow get the
wrong setting?!

"No," said Roberts. "Asusud, it was the right setting, but they just interpreted it their own way. To
them, 'desire to obey authority’ meant desire to obey their leader. And to the leader, it apparently meant

desire to obey God. None of them had the dightest impulse to do what we intended, and obey the city
authority—the computer and the roboid police.

"Well," said Morrissey, "dl | haveto say is, thislittle incident opens up sweeping vidas of trouble
ahead. Other groups of peoplein that city would have obeyed the city authorities.

Roberts nodded. "Thelr reactions are more diverse than they werethelast time. It'sasif they were
somehow splitting up into factions that respond differently to the same desire.”

Hammel| cleared histhroat. "And there's one minor faction that apparently can resst the desire-field
when it conflicts with his purpose—the leader of that gang. To hit him with the effects we want might
take an intengity that would send the othersinto shock.”



Roberts considered that in silence.

"Y ou've got to admit were getting nowhere.” said Morrissey.

"Wevejus started,” said Roberts stubbornly

Hammell said sourly. "Y esh. Werefinding out the thingsthat don't work."

Outsidein the forest, where darkness was tarting to gather, something gave a belowing roar that the
yacht'sthin hull hardly seemed to muffle.

The roboid Holcombe appeared at the entrance to the gravity lift, and bowed.
"Dinner isserved, my lords”

* % %

Dinner was asumptuous med, but hafway through the dessert the curving wall of the space yacht's
dining sdoon lit up in areflected pinkish glow. There was abellow of pain and rage from outside. From
overhead came ametdlic rattle, then amuffled booming voice:

"Y our attention, please. Thisvessd isfully protected by appropriate devices of the Advanced
Synodic Products Corporation. It will retdiate automaticaly against any aggressve or hostile action.”

There was asecond glare of pink light, the deck shook underfoot; there was abellow that traveled
around in alarge circle outside; then abruptly there was a dazzling white glare, followed by asizzle asif
ten tons of meat had been dropped into a monster frying pan.

Roberts quickly understood that sound. It meant that some gigantic beast, singed by the space yacht,
had galloped around and got too close to the patrol ship. Which of the patrol ship's big fusion guns had
done the business was a good question, but it was al the same to whatever got in their way. Roberts
finished his dessert quickly, anxiousto get back to something with ahull that wouldn't fold up if some
irritable monster took acrack at it.

Hammel said nervoudy, "The gtinking fifth-rate computer on thistub must not be able to distinguish
between dead behemoths lying around, and live ones sneaking in. Otherwise, how did that thing get so
clos=?'

"Yes" said Roberts, getting up and reaching for his suit of battle armor. Hetilted it off-base, lugged it
over to the table, reached insde and turned avave that relaxed the hydraulic columnsingde. The suit
dumped facedown on the table, which creaked under it, then Roberts heaved the back panel open and
climbed in. Without ading to hold the suit upright, getting into it was afairly ridiculous procedure, but
neither Hammell nor Morrissey had anything to say about that. They were too busy staring out into the
dark clearing, and worrying about waysto get alittle more protection out of the energy cannon and the
pure-routine computer that operated it. Hammell finally shook his head, glanced absently toward
Roberts, and suddenly jumped back.

Roberts had straightened up, and was just swinging the back pandl shut. He grinned.

"What's the matter? Don't | look nicein thisthing?"

Hammell's laugh came to him clearly, through the earphones of the suit. "I've aready told you. You
look like an overgrown gorilla. | was thinking about those animals outside, and for asecond, | thought
onehad got in. Yegods, that suitishig! Isit hard to work the arms?"

"A little," said Roberts. "Not too bad.”

"Why'sthe hdmet so big?"

"I don't know. It'snot biginsde."

"Widl, it must be comforting to beinsdethat.”

"You want one?' said Roberts. "There are three extrasjust like it on the patrol ship—for three other
crew members. In fact, you could deep there. There are four bunks. | could bring back a couple of extra
suitsfor you to wear across the clearing, and—"

Hammd |l hesitated, then shook his head.



"No, thanks. Even a used-ship prices, weve got too much invested in thisyacht to leave it to the
mercies of these beasts, even overnight. And we couldn't work in armored suits, so—thanks anyway."

Reluctantly, Roberts nodded. "O.K. then."
The three men said good night, and Roberts went down the grav-drop, out the hatch and into the
night.

* % %

Roberts was sound ad egp when, sometime during the night, there was a banging noise somewhere
outsde. It reached him, well-muffled and distant, and he merdly turned over and pulled the covers more
tightly around him.

Severd hourswent by, broken by very distant bellows and screams, and booming far-off
public-address-system noises.

Around four in the morning, there came athundering crash.

Roberts woke up enough to wonder if he had heard something, but quickly fell adeep again.

About 0630, the symbiotic computer gradually turned up the lights, and then woke him with a buzz.

Roberts did out of the bunk, performed a series of exercisesto the computer's satisfaction, shaved,
showered, dressed, ate an A-ration bar, drank two glasses of water, swung the suit of battle armor out
onitsding, got into it, and headed for the hatch.

Roberts had the hatch up, and had dready pulled himsdf halfway out, before he saw what was going
on outside.

Three huge mottled-gray cats were working on the remains of severd gigantic bony-snouted
creetures, tearing the meat off the bones in chunks, and wrestling with sheets of tough fibrous membrane
that apparently separated one huge bundle of muscle fiber from another.

Creeping in on the cats, apparently for aquick grab at achunk of the meat, was along many-legged
segmented green creature with jaws about three feet long.

Overhead, light-blue againgt asky that was adarker blue with drifting white clouds, huge birds
circled, the dark green of their upper feathers showing from time to time as they dipped, eyeing a
behemoth with a suggestively flicking dedgehammer tail, that was upright on two pillarlike hind legs
beside the space yacht. The head and shoulders of this beast were inside the yacht, the big door of the
space yacht being buckled outward, and the side inward, to make room.

Studying the other animalswith cold calculating gaze from the foliage of anearby thorn tree, wasa
large snaky head.

Roberts dropped back inside the patrol ship, and dammed the hatch.

The voice of the symbiotic computer spoke from the helmet's earphones.

"For an armored member of the Interstellar Patrol to retreat in the face of mere beasts, with
onlookers watching from another ship, is unacceptable.”

"To do anything else would be nuts. And as I've explained a least adozen times, I'm not amember
of the Interstellar Patrol."

"Evidently you've neglected to study your 'Mode A-6 Battle-Suit Dynamics.' A demondrationisin
order. Press down the chin-lever in the left Sde of the hemet.”

Roberts, not wanting to pointlesdy antagonize the computer, pressed down the lever. Heimmediately
found himsdf walking toward the hatch. Before he knew what had happened, held thrown the hatch
open, and was climbing out.

The three gigantic cats looked up from their meal and bared their teeth. The green many-legged
cregture swung its yard-long jaws around and hissed. In the thorn tree, the snaky eyes looked on with
cold caculation.

Roberts dropped off the curving side of the ship, hisfeet sinking deeper into the soil at every step, as



if the suit were acquiring mass asit moved forward. He was headed straight for the green many-legged
creature.

After amoment's startled hesitation, this beast opened up its yard-long, four-foot-wide jaws, and
lunged for Roberts.

Roberts right foot came up in akick that left aten-inch-wide groove in the soil, hit the cresture's
lower jaw and shut it with a CLACK! that echoed around the clearing.

Hisright hand then reached out, seized the top of the creature's snout, and yanked it down, cracking
itsnose into the ground.

The three huge cats began edging back toward the forest.

* % %

All the many legs of the green creature now began to kick, but Roberts set hisfest, turned the whole
head over sidewise, pinned the upper swell of the head under the right arm of his suit, and gripping the
forward curve of the snout with hisleft arm, heaved the head of the monster dong with him as he sarted
for the space yacht. Behind him, therest of the beast lifted clear of the ground, like one cable of a
suspension bridge, the far end anchored out of sight somewhere back in the forest.

Roberts kept going for the space yacht, hisfeet sinking asif he were in soft muck.

Behind him, there was aheavy rending, aloud cresk, successive cracking, straining noises, then the
rustling and swishing of uncounted leafy branches, followed by the ground-shaking crash of abig tree.

Thefar end of the many-legged creature suddenly wastrotting along, sumbling and lurching asit
crossed ground not selected by the head end, so that some of its feet went down into holes while others
banged into rotting logs and low hillocks, but the creature did its best, and stopped instantaneoudy when
Roberts stopped, beside the gray pillarlike leg of the behemoth that had its shoulders and snout insde the
gpace yacht, and its huge dedgehammer-like tail swishing threaeteningly behind it.

Roberts unhesitatingly reached up, gripped one of the tail's muscular cords, that stood out like tree
roots, and yanked on it.

The upper end of the creature froze. There was amenacing rumble. The tail wrenched, twisted, and
couldn't get free. The head and shoulders of the behemoth jerked back and out of the space yacht.
Roberts gripped the tail. The animal tried without success to step back to get its balance, but Roberts
held thetail while hisbody blocked theright rear leg.

Ponderoudy, slamping hard with itsleft leg to try to right itself, the creeture tipped over, to land
full-length with ashock that jarred the earth.

Overhead, in the thorn tree, alittle flutter of leaves marked the departure of the snake.

The behemoth lay till for amoment, in shock, then sucked in ahuge breath of air, let out aringing
high-pitched bellow, rolled over, twisting itstal loose at the expense of alarge chunk of skin, and
staggered to itsfet.

Robertstook afew steps, bent, shoved his armored |eft hand through the dirt under the behemoth's
left hind foot, and heaved it up.

Roberts himsdlf sank into the soil asif it were quicksand, but the behemoth's left hind leg shot high up
into the air, and the whole creature went up and over on its back with ajar that made the trees sway.

The many-legged creature again had its nose pinned to the earth, this time because Roberts was
down ingde aform-fitting foxholein the soil, but was till asently holding onto the many-legged cregture
with hisright hand. For its part, it kept its eyes shut, its mouth closed, and just waited to see what
Roberts wanted it to do next.

Roberts pulled himself up out of the ground.
The behemoth staggered to its feet, gave a pitiful bleat, and bolted for the forest.
Roberts|et go the head of the many-legged cresture, its eyes came warily haf-open, and with



steadily gathering speed, it headed for the forest.

Roberts looked around, saw the clearing was deserted, and climbed up the handholds into the space
yacht.

* * %

Inside, Hammell and Morrissey stared at him as he climbed out of the battle armor. The suit having
done practicdly dl thework, Robertswas just dightly damp with perspiration.

Hammell and Morrissey, on the other hand, looked like they'd spent the night being bounced around
in an oversizetin can. Which, Roberts thought, was probably exactly what had happened.

"Wdl," hesad, "are you guys sure you don't want to come over to the patrol ship?”

Hammell sared at the armor, and said hesitantly, "Ah—No offense, but—L ook, wasit your ideato
just go out there and kick those monsters around?”

"No," said Roberts frankly, "the symbiotic computer on the patrol ship got theidea, andit ... wel ..
. madetheinitia suggestion.”

"Ah. And so0 you—"

"Naturdly," said Roberts, standing the battle armor against a bulkhead, "when the symbiotic
computer is unhappy, the ship isn't worth living in. | have to extend mysdlf alittle now and then to keep
the symbiotic computer happy.”

Morrissey glanced out into the clearing where the huge dead carcasses were lying around, swallowed
hard, and said nothing.

"Well say here" sad Hammdl firmly.

Roberts shrugged exasperatedly. " Suit yoursdf.”

They went over to the spy screen, and asthey turned it on, adazzling flash loomed out through an
unfocused scene of grayness and glowing smoke, and when Roberts adjusted the focus, a nightmarish
barren landscape cameinto view, with running figures briefly glimpsed in the distance.

Roberts glanced at the locator screen, and redlized that he had a view of the dump they'd watched
earlier. Hefrowned at it for amoment, then said, "L et's see the Streets adjoining this."

Morrissey changed the setting, and in quick succession Roberts saw views of four different streets.
On dll of them, there were overturned roboid policemen, being taken apart by humans using tools
apparently improvised from the axles, shafts, and cover plates of other roboid policemen.

On the streets, leading toward the center of the city, little groups of men and boys went past,
dternately running and walking, carrying guns, short lengths of pipe, and heavy axles sharpened on one
end to aneedle point. Other groups of men carried buckets and still others carried garbage cans Sung on
pairs of long pipes.

"Yegods," sad Hammell. "It looks like that first time wetried to do something, and they had a
revolution going before the day was over."

Roberts said, "The want-generator hasn't been on overnight, hasit?*

Morrissey shook his head. "We couldn't even have started to figure out what to do. Wel€ft it turned
off."

"Then we don't have that to worry about, at least. Let'sfollow one of these avenuestoward the
center of thecity.”

The scene shifted, up one of the long avenues, to show, &t first, scattered gangs of men moving
forward out in the open, then men moving singlefile next to the buildings, then men sprinting across
intersectionsto file through narrow lanes through the trash-filled parks, to emerge opposite the center of
the next block, crossthe street at arun and disappear through doorways guarded by armed men who
stayed flat againgt the wall and peered warily toward the nearest intersection.

Asthe scene shifted till farther forward, the dternating checkerboard pattern of buildings and



garbage-dump-filled parks was suddenly interrupted. Two-thirds of the way down the next block, the
buildings were smashed to rubble, and the dumjps were burnt black. A tangled confusion of barbed wire
and tetrahedra clusters of razor-sharp needle-pointed blades was shrouded in afoamy mass of solidified
trand ucent bubbles, through which could be dimly seen the glitter of other, finer wires, of narrow
sharp-edged metal strips, and the looming shapes of dark spheres, ovoids, and platelike objects,
suggedtive of explosve mines.

In the street bordering this barrier, armored turrets mounting four guns apiece, in two opposite pairs,
were thrust up out of manhole-like openingsin the street. Mobile guns were clustered at the corners of
the parks. In the avenues farther back long, low, many-wheeled devices waited.

With growing amazement, Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey watched asthey shifted the scene, and
the length of thisbarrier became clear. It Sretched on far acrossthe city from west to east, then swung
far to the south, then finally west again, with massvely fortified squares a the corner.

Hammell said in astonishment, "Two-thirds of the city isoutside that barrier.”

"Atleadt," said Roberts. Asthe scene changed, they could see, at the high windows of the smashed
buildings outside the barrier, triple lightning-bolt banners hung out. In the dumps, pipestorn out of
buildings were thrust deep in the heaps of garbage, with triple lightning-bolt flags flying from them. Along
the edges of the barrier itsdf, there were flashes of occasiond explosions as smdl parties of men tried to
force their way through. Then, gpparently, some new command was given. Along the whole length of the
enormous barrier, the attempt to break through gradualy died out.

* % %

After alengthy slence, Hammdll said, "Trying to make something out of thisplaceisliketryingto
build ahouse out of hand grenades.”

Morrissey nodded. "It was easy to see what they needed before: They were too sunk in the
backwash of al the dumsthey'd been taken from before they were put here. But what do they need now
?l

Roberts stared off into the distance.

Hammell shook his head. "Where do we even sart? Last time, we had an inert massto work with.
Thistime, we've got something that explodes from one crisisto the next. How did this mess ever come
about anyway? | thought we'd improved things—not set up a powder keg!"

Roberts, who at least had been deeping at night, began to dimly see a possible cause of the trouble.

After amoment, he said tentatively, "Every time we've used the want-generator, except at very low
power on just the three of us, theres been an inertia. Once started, the effect seemsto go on, even
though we turn off the want-generator itself. Weve accepted this as afact, but we haven't tried to find
any mechanismto explain it. What if eech individua has, in effect, adight want-generator capacity
himsalf? Suppose that once hisdesireis aroused, it energizesafield, smilar to an eectric fidd around a
wire. Thishypothetical desire-field, once energized, would cregte, in effect, aforce tending to maintain
the desire, because any lessening of the desire would cause aflow of energy from the collapsing field to
reinforce the desire. The result would be an inertia of the desire, once created.”

Morrissey blinked. "In that case, there should be induction effects. Once astrong desireis created, it
will tend to induce a corresponding desirein others, and there will be something similar to attraction and
repulsion, based on these interacting desire-fields.”

There was amoment's sllence as they thought it over, then Roberts said, "To begin with, to al intents
and purposes, these people were desireless, or rather, their desires were comparatively few, smple, and
predictable. It followsthat there would be comparatively few of the interacting desre-fidlds. What we
apparently did wasto set up more of these interacting fields.”

Hammell said, "Of course, thisisjust atheory.”

"Sure," said Roberts. "But are you under the impression that we were operating without atheory



before? We had atheory. The theory wasthat the city, and the peoplein it, were passive subjects for
the operation of the want-generator. Granted that when the effect was concentrated on just the three
of us, here, it seemed to work that way. But then, the city ismuch larger, the effect is more widespread
and there are far more of what you might call 'natural want-generator units in the city. Well, we've been
acting on the theory that the want-generator operated on a passive object, and the passive object is now
running away with the experiment. It lookslike timeto reconsder the theory.”

Hammell thought it over. ™Y ou figure weve set up these 'desire-fields with the want-generator, and
now they're in operation, whether we run the want-generator or not?"

"How else do you explain what's going on? It'sexactly asif such fieldswerein operation. If so,
where do they come from?"

"But look, remember how we hit the whole city with 'desire for achievement? And how then we
discovered that their idea of achievement wasto 'kill mechs? And to stop that, we had to givethem a
gtiff jolt of 'desire to give up'? Then there was an uncontrollable panic, and we gave them ashot of 'desire
to fight' to break the panic? That incidentally started a mess of fist fights, and we had to use'desire to
deep' to end that? Remember?”

"Yes," said Roberts. "I wouldn't belikely to forget that.”

"Well, if 'desireto give up' knocked out 'desire for achievement,’ and if ‘'desire to fight' knocked out
'desireto give up, and so on, these hypothetical fields have al been discharged except the last one,
which, as| remember, was 'desire to think." Where's the problem? Where did this mess come from?”

"It depends on what you mean when you say the desires were 'knocked out,' " said Roberts. "Maybe
'desireto fight' diminates 'desire to give up.' They're directly opposed to each other. But how does
'desireto think' eliminate 'desire for achievement? And how do either of them diminate the'desreto kill
mechs which these people had to sart with?"

Hammell was silent for amoment, then his eyes narrowed in thought. "Yes, | see. One desire may
just be set aside for awhile, aswhen you tune areceiver to pick up one signa instead of another.”

Roberts nodded. "And it seems to me that we've added quite afew signals to those that can be
picked up in that city. 'Desireto achieve seemsto be operating, and in practiceit's il interpreted the
sameway: Kill mechs.' Thisaffects 'desireto learn, which isinterpreted as 'desire to learn how to kill
mechs." And then, 'desire to work' seems to be in operation, since, for instance, the improvised tools and
wespons take work. But that desire manifests as'desire to work at killing mechs.” And it's obvious that
for dl thisto happen so fagt, 'desire to think' must have been operating, no doubt in the form of 'desireto
think how to kill mechs." Every desire we've added has apparently been brought to serve that one
dominating desire that they had before we started, namdly, 'Kill the lousy mechs.” Thanksto that, they've
got afair chance to blow up the planetary computer and smash every machine that servesit.”

"Yes," said Hamméll. "And once they succeed in that, therelll be mass starvation here, because the
computer and afew technicians run the mechanized farms through roboid machinery. Once they destroy
the computer they land right back in a bare subs stence, dog-eat-dog setup.”

"Speaking of technicians™ said Roberts, frowning, "have you noticed these different kinds of
specialized machines that weren't here before? Did that computer program itself to make them. Or—"

Morrissey had been experimentally changing the view on the screen, and now cleared histhroat.
"While you theoreticians have been groping for conclusons by pure deduction, I've got hold of some
facts. Tekealook at this."

Roberts and Hammell glanced at the screen, to see atdl gray-haired man wearing dark-blue clothing
of good materia and narrow cut, who was standing before awall-s ze screen showing aroughly
rectangular section of fortified city, with square bastions & the corners.

Beside him stood aburly giant with bristling red beard, who said angrily, "Damnit, Kdty, they!ll
tunnel. Right thisminute, a dozen teams of shovel-gangs are digging under your fortified line."



Hammell stared at the red-bearded giant. " That's one of the techniciand™

Roberts ran hishand over hisface. Thelast timethey'd been here, Kelty, second-in-command of the
city'shuge policeforce, had told Roberts that the bulk of the technicians had |eft the city. Moreover,
Kety said, there was an implacable enmity between the bulk of the technicians and the computer, and
hence no chance of the technicians returning to the city. So, how—

From somewhere in the ship came an odd creaking gritting noise, but Roberts was too preoccupied
to pay any attention to it.

Morrissey said, "I supposeiif anything could make that planetary computer give concessionsto get
the technicians back, thisisit."

On the spy screen, Kelty wasnow saying, " . . . Very true. Right this minute, they're tunndling. But
eventudly, they'll have to come up, or come out in another tunnel that we control. And when they do—"

"No, they won't have to come out. That'sthe point. They can dig from that fortified line of yours,
right under one of the power mains, dl the way to Center, and with alittle luck they can then blow the
computer itsdlf right off the map.”

"If," sad Kdty, "they don't losether following firg."
"How?'

"Thistunnd will tekealong timeto dig. A lot of food will be consumed in that time. They don't have
it to consume. The stores outside the line have only so much, and no more is going to them. Without
food, the fanaticswill lose their grip on the populace. They'll be forced to give up.”

The red-bearded giant shook his head. "Maybe we can starve the other eighty or ninety percent of
the populace into submission, but not that crew. They're abunch of fanatics, led by afanatic to end all
fanatics. They'll dig till they don't have the strength to lift apick. And al they need to do to maintain their
grength isto take the lion's share of the food for themselves.”

"The point,” said Kelty, "isin this other eighty or ninety percent of the populace you spesk of. What
will they do when they don't get food!"

The giant snorted. "Raid the remaining food stores, steal from each other, run around screaming till
they're out of strength. Don't kid yoursdlf that they'll attack the fanatics Leader. HE's got ninety percent
of the men with weapons. The best the rest of them will do isto knock off afew stragglers and isolated
guards here and thereto relieve their fedings. Meanwhile, the fanatics and their work-gangs will tunndl.
When the computer blows up, you and | and the rest of uswill have no choice but to get out somewhere
beyond theforest, and | can tell you from experience that that's no fun. But it's better than starving, which
iswhat will happen to usif we're back here once the computer is gone.”

Kety'sface had the look of aman forcing himsdlf to consider unwelcome facts. He turned away,
then suddenly turned back again.

"What'syour idea?"

"Weé're producing some items of machinery | haven't mentioned before.”

"Namely?

"I've got three oversize trenchersin process, and the largest isamost finished. These are
sep-trenchers. The first makes atrench big enough for acana. The second rides in the bottom of that
and sendsitsdirt up on aconveyer. The third ridesin the bottom of that trench and makes a deep cleft
likeaglacia crevasse. Let the fanaticstry to tunnel across that. For good insurance, we can drop
projectors of some good heavy gasin there, and when their tunne comes through the wall of the trench
down below, the gaswill go to work on them.”

Kelty looked horrified. "That'stoo hor . . ."

"It will work."

Kety shook hishead. "A trench like that would cut every power and water main from Center out.”



"We can stop the flow from the cut mains. We've. . ."

"l don't mean that. Thiswill cut off their water supply.”

"Letit. Well ill be dive afterward, and well have the wherewithd to put the whole place back
together again.

"Do you have some way to put millions of dead men back together? The minute you cut those mains,
you sgn the death-warrant for three-quarters of the human population of this planet.”

"The minute you let the Gresat L eader blow up the computer, you sign the death-warrant for
ninety-nine percent of the human population of this planet.”

Kdty hegtated. " Suppose we cut off the water in the mains from here? Just shut the main valves?'

"Now you're grasping a straws. Their leader thought of that before we did. HE's already got gangs of
men doing nothing but carrying up buckets and cansfilled with water. A deep trench iswhat we need, to
cut their tunnds. Shutting off the water from herewon't do it.”

Kelty shook his head wearily. " These trenches of yours will cut through the mains. Won't they break
down?'

"They'll chew right through them. That part's no problem. What we need is your approval, so we
don't waste any time. When you're dedling with fanatics, you can't afford to give them any advantage, and
we don't want them to get aminute'slead on us.”

"But it'smy jobinasgtuation likethisto restore order with a minimum loss of life.”

"That's exactly what I'm talking about. Y ou spend awinter out with usin that forest, and you'l run
into Situations that make this seem easy by contrast. All you haveto do is stop those fanatics, and the
best-skilled, most cooperative section of the populace lives. Thisishorriblein itsway"—the giant
shrugged—"but what do you expect? Thisway, you get to save the sources of power, the skills, and the
organization, to hold back what you might call the wild forces of this planet. Do you know what it'slike
to fight the elements and the beasts and insects of this so-called Paradise with no technology? That's
the problem, Kelty. To save humanity plus technology."

Kety, hisface pae and shaken, said, "How long before thisfirst big trencher of yoursisready?'

"Not long. About three hours.”

"Il think it over."

"The sooner we get started with it, the better.”

"All right. I'll think it over."

* % %

Roberts glanced at Morrissey. "Isthere any way we can possibly find the chief fanatic they call the
Gresat Leader?'

Morrissey shook hishead. "So far as| can see, only by pure luck. HEsamost sureto bein one of
those tunndls, and since the city's surveillance system doesn't cover the tunndls, the screen won't ether.
How do wefind him?

"Yes That'sno solution.”

From somewhere in the ship came a creaking noise that momentarily caught Roberts attention, but
then he saw what was happening on the screen. The red-bearded technician had left the room, and Kelty

had crossed to akind of typewriter keyboard set out from the wall. His hands flashed over itin ablur.
After only amoment's delay, thewall lit up in severd linesof green letters.

PLAN FEAS BLE
LONG-RANGE COST ACCEPTABLE.
PLAN ISAPPROVED.



Now that it wastoo late, it suddenly came to Roberts that the crisis might have been delayed by
using the want-generator on Kelty. But now the computer had accepted the plan, and the want-generator
could no more influence the computer than a bee could intimidate a dedgehammer.

Hammd| said, "Wait—Why not hit the whole city with an overpowering jolt of 'desire for peace?
Just pour it on, and end thid"

Morrissey's face cleared. "Why didn't we think of that sooner?' He set up "desire for peace” on the
want-generator, and turned it on.

Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey waited tensely to see what would happen.
Somewhere, there was a grinding crunching nose.
Roberts|ooked around curioudy, then aflash of movement on the screen caught his attention.

A number of hard-looking individuals were walking out of doorways and climbing out of trenchesin
the garbage dumps. They tossed their guns aside, and waving their hands over their head, shouted "Let's
be friends!" and walked out toward the burnt bare no-man's-land and itswire barrier.

The roboid police devices waited until the men were well out in the open. Then they opened fire, and
shot the men down.

More men came forward behind them, shouting, "We want peace!"
The roboid devices cut them down with automatic efficiency.

Still more came forward.

"Shut it off!" said Roberts.

The roboid devices waited for abetter shot, and suddenly the target vanished in flying divesinto the
nearest guiter, through cellar windows, and behind hegps of trash.

The three men stared at the screen and the unmoving bodies.
"Well," ssid Morrissey inadull voice, "that sure didn't work."

Hammell said shakily, " Suppose we hit Kelty with an extra-strong dose of 'desire for peace? He
could cdll off the police, couldn't he?'

Raoberts through amoment, then shook his head. "If the computer isinitsright mind, so to spesk, it
will sack Kelty if hetriesthat. The fanatics have apparently booby-trapped the roboid police so many
timesthat any cal for peace will ring fase to it—like the woman with her ‘baby," but on alarger scale.

"Damnit,” sad Hammdll, "we can't influence the computer . The thing has no emotions to influence”
Robertswas frowning. "Therés athought.”
"What do you mean?' said Hammell.

Roberts glanced out the porthole, which was nearer Hammell than himself, at the patrol ship. "It just
occurred to methat if the want-generator won't influence the computer, maybe we've got something else
herethat will."

"We have?' Hammel turned around, looked out, and froze.

"There are advantages,” said Roberts, "to having something alittle stronger than a space yacht. We. .
. what's the matter?'

Hammel drew in adow deep breath.

"Have you been hearing afunny gritting noise latdy?"

"Now that you mentionit," said Roberts, "I have. But every time I've heard it, something else has
come up. Why?'

"Ease over herealittle, and look outsde from adifferent angle. Don't make any fast move, or the
thing may jerk back and hurt the ship.”

Frowning, Roberts carefully eased over toward Hammell—to look directly into the cold calculating
gaze of apair of snaky eyesashig as hisfists. The thing had a pointed head large enough at the thickest



to wrap both arms around and just clasp hands. Roberts at once recognized the creature. Thiswasthe
thing that had been looking down at him earlier from the trees. Apparently it had coiled itsdf around the
ship to climb up this high, and the pressure of its coils had created the cresking noise.

Roberts carefully glanced aside at his battle armor. Probably the best thing to do wasto get into thet,
go out, and—

Hammell stting asif pardyzed, murmured. "Oh, oh. Look—"
CRACK!

The porthole, transparent plate, frame, gasket, rims, and al, smashed inward and clattered and
bounced on the deck.

The big head wasright there in the ship beside them, looking at them and the want-generator coldly.

Somewhere there was a cresking grating noise. The head flowed in farther on its dark-green
muscular neck.

Roberts, half-paralyzed, began to have theillusion that he was dreaming. This couldn't bered. With
an effort, he forced hismind to face the facts.

For himto try to quickly reach the battle armor now would only get the snake's attention. Any
sudden motion was aform of suicide. Y et to stay <till promised the same result after adight delay.

Very gradualy, he began to ease toward the armor. Then he began to wonder, how was he going to
go through the awkward process of getting into the armor with the snake looking on?

Meanwhile, the snake was feeding another length of coil in steadily; but aoruptly it froze, looking
back past Roberts.

It dawned on Roberts that the snake had just spotted the battle armor standing against thewall. Its
attention intensaly riveted, the snake hung motionless.

Roberts barely murmured.

"Morrissey.”

"Gy

"Turn on 'desirefor peace.’ Focusit on the yacht here.”

Morrissey, moving with dow careful motions, focused the want-generator.
Robertswarily turned, very dowly, to look around.

A deepy film suddenly seemed to come down over the snake's eyes.

At the same moment, Roberts felt an intense yearning for peace and quiet. Enough of conflict. "For
heaven's sake," the thought went through hismind, "why can't everyone get dong together?'

The snake was moving carefully, its huge head lowered and somehow suggestive of adog expecting
akick. With increasing speed, the length of neck went out the hole in the ship, followed by the head.

Therewas agrating, grinding, scraping noise, and Roberts cautioudy put his head out, to seethe
creature drop free at the base of the ship and rapidly head for cover.

Roberts sucked in adeep breath, and glanced around.

"Morrisey?'

"Gy

"Isthereatimer in that circuit?'

"Yes gr."

"Set it for aminute, and give us adtiff jolt of 'desirefor deep.'”

Morrissey bent briefly at the controls.

Roberts suddenly redlized that he was worn out, dazed. The room spun around him, and he sat



down, cradled his head on hisarms, sagged against the control pane! . . .

... Somewhere, tinnily, abell was ringing, and Roberts dazedly sat up. Hefdt asif he had been
dredged up from a hundred fathoms down, but he was amazed at the way his desirefor deep
evaporated. Now he felt rested, refreshed, and—

Suddenly he remembered something, and sprang to the porthole.

Outsde, the huge snake lay motionless, haf in and half out of the forest.

Hammell and Morrissey were both face down on the control pand. Asthetimer's bell rang on, only
Morrissay was even beginning to slir.

The darm kept ringing, and now Morrissey groped around dazedly but couldn't seem to connect with
it.

Naturaly, Roberts thought. He glanced around sourly. After anight spent in this bucket, who

wouldn't be worn out? Every time you turned around, some monster was coming in after you. Why not
just livein acheesecloth tent, and get it over with quick?

Morrissey findly found the timer, shut it off, and passed out again.

So far, Hammell hadn't even moved.

Roberts grunted in disgust, looked back out into the clearing, and decided the snake mustn't have
spent avery restful night, either. It lay on the ground like afelled tree.

Roberts|eaned out farther, to see what damage it might have doneto the yacht in climbing up it, and
at once he heard arustle overhead, and felt the heat of the sun, shining down on his neck, abruptly cut
off.

Therewasadazzle of light.

WHAP!

Robertswasinside so fast that he knocked Hammell half out of his chair, and himsdlf landedina
sprawl over the edge of the want-generator's control panel.

The air outside the porthole was suddenly filled with huge blue and green fegthers. Therewasa
szzling noise, asmell of cooked meat and burnt pinfeathers, akind of low popping sound, and a
burnt-paint smell.

Cautioudy, Roberts|ooked out, to see one of the smaller turrets on the patrol ship swinging back into
position.

Just what caused it, Roberts didn't know, but there was something about the patrol ship as he looked
at it that suggested reproach.

Roberts eased farther back and looked around. Morrissey and Hammell—despite the fact that held
almost been knocked flat—were still adlegp. Roberts glanced at the patrol ship. How had it—

That thought was drowned out asit began by a crackling noise, and the boom of aloudspeaker close
by:

"YOUR FULL ATTENTION, PLEASE. THISVESSEL ISFULLY PROTECTED BY
APPROPRIATE DEVICES OF THE ADVANCED SYNODICS PRODUCTS CORPORATION. IT
WILL RETALIATEAUTOMATICALLY AGAINST ANY AGGRESSIVE ORHOSTILE
ACTION."

Hammédl wasimmediately on hisfeet. Morrissey lurched out of his chair and looked stuporoudy
around.
"Thesnake!" said Hammel. "Where—"

"It'sright down below," said Roberts, "and it's just started to move. Thiswarning system you've got
herejust woke it up.”



Morrissey looked blankly at the want-generator.
"“Then—"

"Then," said Roberts, "it follows that the snake, at leadt, is affected by the want-generator. The last
time we were here, we used a'desire to hel p out' field to persuade the technicians to trade with uson a
fair basis. Theingtant that field was shut off, there was an uproar out in the forest. It occurred to me at
the time that there might be abunch of predators out there being obliging to their prey.”

Hammell glanced at the holein the side of the ship. "That knowledge may just get us some deep
tonight. But were still stuck with the problem of what to do about this city. The want-generator may
affect thewild animds, but it still doesn't affect that computer.”

"No," said Roberts, "but something we can do may affect the computer. | was thinking of doing it
with the patrol ship done, but this snake suggests new possibilities.”

Hamméll glanced uneasily out into the clearing. "What were you thinking of 7'

"Wadl," said Roberts, "the immediate problem hereisthat the fanatics and the computer are opposed.
Either one, if successful, can destroy the other. The enmity has to be gotten around somehow inside of
three hours or so, or we are right on the edge of a crisisthat can mean the death of millions of people.”

"Yes," saidd Hammél, "I seethe problem. But where'sthe solution?”

Roberts said, "Why do we get unexpected reactions from the people in the city when we beam
desiresat them? Isn't it because their thought processes are different?"

"Sure" said Hammell exasperatedly. "But how do we—"

"We haveto affect, not only the emotions, but the thought processes, too. The want-generator affects
only the emotions. We've got to reach their minds."

Morrissey looked puzzled.

Hammell said, "I can see, with the guns on that patrol ship of yours, that you can reach their bodies.
But how you get a their minds—"

"When you and your brother," said Roberts, "are about to shoot each other, it redly breaks up the
family quarrel fast if you find some outsider waiting around to shoot the survivor.”

"Yeah," said Hammell, frowning, "that'sa point. Y ou mean, we make oursalvesthevillains, in order
to unite them?'

"Oncewerethevillains, will they listen to us?'

Hamméd|l looked momentarily foolish. "Then how do wedo it?"

"Obvioudy, somebody else hasto bethevillain.”

"Who? Thereare only the three of us."

Roberts thought a moment. "How's 'Oggbad’ sound?’

Morrissey said blankly, "Who in space is Oggbad?'

"If werre going to have avillain," said Roberts, "l fail to seewhy any of us hasto be stuck with the
job. Let Oggbad do it."

"Who's Oggbad?' said Morrissey.

"Do what?" said Hammell.

Roberts said, "Amongst other things, attack the city. Can you think of any better way to get our
advice listened to than by a demondtration of what the fiend Oggbad is up to?"

Morrissey looked at Hammell. "Have we missed this much degp?’
Hammél shook hishead. "We can follow it thisfar: @) Thecity isdivided into two warring factions.
b) We've got to unite them to straighten out the mess. ¢) An outside menace is the best way to unite

them. d) We don't want to play the part of this outside menace ourselves, because that would debar us
from taking any direct part in the situation. €) Therefore, somebody else should do it—I suppose



Oggbad is as good as anybody; but, in the first place, where do we get Oggbad? And how do we
provide Oggbad with an army to attack the city? And, just incidentally, that computer may be stupidin
dedling with people, but that doesn't mean it can't check facts. We've got to convince both sides. How
do we outwit the computer? And best of dl, how do wedo al thisin three hours or less?"

Roberts said patiently, "With adecent night's deep, dl this should be obvious. Who saysweve got to
haveareal villan?A red villanislikey to get out of hand and complicate the Stuation when you want to
amplify it. Oggbad isgrictly afiction of our imaginations.”

"Your imaginaion,” said Hammell.

"But," said Roberts, "Oggbad isto appear red, to the city. Thishe will accomplish by atacking the
aty."

Morrissey said earnestly, "How does afigment of your imagination attack the city?"

"Take alook out that porthole," said Roberts. "Aswe should know, there are beasts out in that forest
that can create chaosin nothing flat. Do you mean to tell me you don't see how Oggbad can attack the
aty?

"But," said Hammell, "to lead the anima s—How does he—"

* k% %

Morrissey gave asudden start. "Y e gods. We must need deep. We've dready seen that the
want-generator affectsthe animals. If that holdstrue, we can control the animaldl™

"I don't mean that,” said Hammell. "How do we explain, so it convinces the computer, among
others, that this Oggbad can influence the animas?'

"Obvioudy," said Roberts, "the only conceivable ways are for Oggbad to be either agreat anima
trainer, agreat biologist, or agreat sorcerer. And if the story isgoing to have to stand the computer's
scrutiny, I'min favor of putting in broad clamsright at the beginning, so if the computer is going to choke
onit, wefindit out immediady."

"Hm-m-m," said Morrissey. "How is the computer, based on science, going to judge a sorcerer ?"

Hammel sad thoughtfully, "There are rumors of planetsrunby ... ah. . . if not sorcery, something
just asgood.”

"Exactly," said Roberts. "That'swhat | want to take advantage of ."

Morrissey shook his head. "This part sarts to make sense to me, but there's a catch. Kelty saw you
and Hammell when we were here before. So did the computer's surveillance system. The technicians
have seen dl three of us. How do we explain that a cargo-ship captain, his cargo-control officer, and his
communications officer, are tangled up in afight with this Oggbad?'

"Frankly," said Roberts, "I'm alittle Sick of being a cargo-ship captain. | don't think a cargo-ship
captain isgoing to have much impact on them, anyway. If were going to ded with the city, let'sded with
them on nothing less than an equa basis. I'm not interested in going through another dose of what we got
thelagt time."

Hammell nodded, but Morrissey ill shook his head. "They've got records of our last visit."

"That won't do them much good,” said Roberts, "if every timethey see us, we're inside a suit of
battle armor."

For thefirst time, Morrissey smiled. "Y es, that's a point. But how do we explain—"

"If we get things on the right basisto start with, | don't think they're going to ask for too many
explandions”

Hammell said, "Areyou going to say were investigative officers of some kind?'

"No, because then we have to say what bureau we're working for, and so on. I'm in favor of our
appropriating so much rank, right at the Sart, that it jars them back on their hedls, makesthem listen
when we tak, and makes them hesitate before asking any questions. If we're going to get them out of this



mess, | fail to see why we haveto do it on bended knee. The last time we were here, the animalstried to
edt us, the plantstried to smother us, the people threw bottles and chunks of cement at us, and the

roboids dapped usin prison. Thistime, let them accommodate themsalvesto us. | don't know what you
guysintend to be, but asfar asI'm concerned, | am to get alittle satisfaction out of thismess. I'm going
to be Vaughan the Terrible, Duke of Trasmere, and I'm on thetrail of the evil prince and sorcerer
Oggbad the Foul, and if anyone disbelieves or doubts my word, I'll punish hisimpertinence with acouple
of blastsfrom my fusion guns, which arereal."

Hammell grinned. "Between the fantastic story, and the real power, it would be possible for the
computer to get tied in knots."

Morrissey said, "And there's nothing to prevent our beaming ‘desireto believe' at the people. The
computer won't be affected, but we should be able to so tie up that computer that it doesn't know what
to accept and what to regject.”

"That'sit,” said Roberts.

Hammell said, "Time's passing. This seemsto hang together. Let'stry it and see what happens.”

Morrissey nodded. "L et's get started.”

"O.K.," said Roberts.

He got into the battle armor to go back to the patrol ship.

* % %

Roberts had intended to make afew dapdash preparations, such as smearing some fresh paint over
the Interstellar Petrol identification of the ship—which dways showed through any covering he put over
it, but the symbiotic computer immediately took a hand.

"Effacing the patrol ship designation without good reason is prohibited.”
"l have good reason,” said Roberts promptly.
"What?' demanded the compulter.

Roberts, stupefied at thislast-minute delay, gave aquick explanation, and waited angrily for the next
piece of obstruction.

"Excedlent," sad the symbiotic computer. " The plan shows admirable insght into the nature of the
problem. However, you evidently have neglected to study your ‘Patrol Ship Specid Board Number
Three—Typica Ship and Equipment Disguises and Physical Aspects of Stratagems.” A demondtrationis
in order. Press down the blue lever numbered '3’ at the left of the control pand.”

Roberts hesitated. Beads of swesat popped out on his brow. Then he took control of himself, stopped
thinking what the last demongtration had been like, and pushed down blue lever number 3" at the | eft of
the control panedl.

At once, there was ahum, and aclank from the weapons lockers where, among other things, the
suits of battle armor were stored. From outsde came alow whirring noise and afaint diding sound. Then
there was a continuous low rumble, followed by an odd noise Roberts couldn't place. Then the ship
lifted.

Roberts waited a moment, then snapped on the outside viewscreen, to see in astonishment that the
gpace yacht was dready painted jet black with silver markings, and was now acquiring a set of weird
symbols—oddly distorted silver cats, skullswith one red and one blue eye, silver snakeswith their
gold-colored insdes apparently pulled out through their mouths. The Sight gave Roberts a nauseous
sensation, but he watched as the dender arms with their batteries of nozzles moved over the space yacht
whilethe patrol ship circled it.

There was a clank and rumble from insde the weapons lockers, then the patrol ship set down again.

Roberts quickly climbed out the hatch, and was startled to see that the patrol ship was now gold with
akind of platinum trim. Some kind of dark purple marking was evident farther forward, and Roberts



glanced around, walked aft dlong a horizontal fin, dropped off, and took alook at the ship.

From ashort, distance, the impression of wealth and power set Roberts back on hishedls. No detail
of trim had been overlooked, and on the sides of the ship were three complete coats of arms, the center
one placed dightly higher than the other two, and surrounded by akind of bright golden sunburst.

Roberts shook his head, and glanced up at the big hatch of the space yacht, where Hammell was
leaning out to stare at the lurid designs on the space yacht.

The two men looked at each other blankly, then Roberts grinned, and called, "Ready?'
Hammell nodded. "How many passes?’

"Two should do it, especidly if theré's sometimein between."

"OK."

* % %

They got back in their ships, lifted off, flew low and fast away from the direction of the city, and then
rose high into the sky on the far sde of the planet. From very high up, Hammell and Morrissey dove on
the city, the speed of their passage creating a crack and rumble that brought peopleinto the streetson
both sides of the barrier. A few moments later, Roberts flashed low over the city, the sound of his
passage creating an even sharper crack and louder rumble.

The communicator buzzed, and there was afaint click, asif someone had just sngpped it on. An
authoritative voice said, "Planetary Control Center, Paradise City, Paradise. No flights are authorized,
and no landings permit—"

A harsh voice snarled, "Be damned with your authorization. Thisisthe Imperid light cruiser Droit de
Main, flagship of Search ForceIX. Vice Admira Sr lan Cudleigh isaboard this ship, in direct serviceto
their Imperial Highnesses, the Dukes of Maafont and Greme, who accompany His Roya and Imperid
Highness, Vaughan, Duke of Trasmere, surnamed The Terrible, Prince Contestant to the Throne. Y ou
seek to bar our way at your own immediate and deadly peril. Submit at once, or we destroy you and
every inhabitant of this place. We are on abusiness of holy vengeance, and you stand warned. Master of
the Ordnance! Givethem ataste of our sted!"

Roberts sat wide-eyed and haf-paralyzed. Asthick as he had intended to lay it on, this beat anything
hed had in mind.

Therewas afaint clicking from somewhere forward, and on the outside viewscreen, two buildings,
oneinsde and one outside the foam-covered barrier of wire and mines, erupted in sheets of flame and
smoke.

The harsh voice wasted scarcely asecond. "Enough. Stand ready if this place lies servileto thefiend .
.. All right, which isit? Oggbad, or Vaughan?'

There was abrief buzz from the recaiver, then "Vaughan.”

"So beit. Now, know you that their Imperial Highnesses are locked in mortal combat with Oggbad
the Traitor. Know you that Oggbad, though shorn of his materia power, still sways mighty forcesin the
realms of sorcery. Only if his soul be cleaved from his body, and chained for its million years of
punishment in the nether regions, will the blight be ended. Know, then, that asthis condition isasyet
unmet, and as you serve the Duke Vaughan, Oggbad may seek to smite you. Now, listen closdly. If,
under fear of thetraitor's evil power, you recant to Oggbad, Duke V aughan with fire and sword will
smite you to the degth. If, mayhap, under influence of the fiend's sorcery, you are bound over mindless
into hisevil cause, Duke Vaughan will then faithfully seek to cleanse your soul by agony here, before
sending you to your reward. These are—There goes the fiend! Give chase!"

The scene on the viewscreen flashed backwards, whirled, and for the second time, the patrol ship
streaked after the space yacht.

The communicator clicked off. The voice of the symbiotic computer sad, "The instrumentsin the city
are now picking up al the signsand indications of aformidable fleet passing the planet.”



"Good."

Roberts, streaking aong the curve of the planet after the space yacht, was starting to wonder what a
patrol ship with fully trained crew would belike. What had happened so far was apparently mere routine,
asfar asthe symbiotic computer was concerned.

Then he was swinging the patrol ship low over the forest, and following the space yacht inawide
curveto alanding in the clearing. He extended the stabilizer feet, snapped off the gravitors, and got up.

He yanked open the weapons locker, to get out the battle armor, and a glittering suit of armor with
helmet curving up into adender spire came out on itsding. The breastplate of this suit was covered with
adazzling coat of arms. The big fusion gun that hung on the right side was matched on the left by a
broadsword. Tied to the top of the helmet's spire was athing like apink silk handkerchief.

Looking closdly, Roberts could see that his armor was essentialy the same aswhat held been
wearing before. But the effect was very different.

He wasted a moment asking himself how that had been done. Was there some kind of metal-working
equipment recessed into the hull behind the wegpons locker? How—"

The voice of the symbiotic computer spoke dryly: "Inacriss, each minuteisapreciousjewe.”

Roberts swore, got into the armor hurriedly, and started for the hatch. On the way, the sword
banged around and got crosswise of hislegs. Hed barely recovered his baance when he straightened up
and rammed the helmet's spire into the celling. There was a sarcatic throat-clearing noisein the
earphones, but the symbiotic computer didn't actualy say anything; the cause of thistrouble wasitsown
fault.

* % %

Roberts finally managed to get the hatch open despite the spire, heaved himself out, and crossed to
the space yacht, where Morrissey and Hammell looked up from the spy screento stareat himiin
amazement.

"Not my idea," said Roberts, getting out of the armor. " Thisidea belongs to the computer. What's
going oninthecity?'

Morrissey said, "I've been watching this screen since we started, and as nearly as| cantell, the
people generdly are scared, and subject to dl kinds of rumors. The genera impression seemsto be that
the planetary computer got a spaceship up, and the Great Leader is up therefighting it with one of his
own. Asfor the fanatics themselves, the more rank they have, the more uncertain they seem to be; but
again, so far as|'ve been ableto find out, the top ones are till out of sight.”

"That makesit nice," said Roberts, trying to tilt the armor againgt the wall. The needidiketip of the
spire, even though it rested at ashalow angle againgt the wall, looked asif it just might push ahole
through the hull. Exasperated, Robertstilted the armor away from the wall, and tried to ease it down on
the deck. At the last moment, it got away from him, and hit with aheavy thud.

Hammell and Morrissey jumped and looked around. Roberts straightened up carefully, "Thisthing
sureisn't made of feathers. And watch out for the spike on the helmet. | don't know what kind of meta it
is, but it doesn't give, and it'sgot apoint like aneedle.” Hammell and Morrissey acknowledged the
warning with bare grunts and immediately turned back to the screen. Roberts, uneasily conscious what
ship hewasin, looked around at the porthole to find it temporarily repaired with an airtight double
plate-and-gasket screwtight sedl. Satisfied that nothing was going to comein there, Roberts did into his
chair, and immediately saw, on the screen, Kelty and the red-bearded technician.

"Nuts" the technician was saying. "There isn't any such place. Y ou've been sold ahill of goods. The
whole—"

"Shut up for aminute," said Kdty, "and see for yoursdf. We got the whole thing down asiit
happened. Look at this." He tapped one of severa buttons on the edge of his desk, and the far wall of
the room suddenly was like blue sky, across which a black-and-silver ship, weirdly decorated, streaked



eraticdly into view, followed amoment later by adazzling golden ship that unleashed searing bolts of
energy that missed the black-and-silver ship by the narrowest of margins. The golden ship was suddenly
enormoudy magnified, tofill thewall. The details of itstrim and armament stood out clearly, the coats of
arms thoroughly detailed and distinct, the center coat of armsraised above the others and set off ina
blaze of bright gold trim.

Kdty sad, "A hill of goods, huh? Are you going to tell methe Greet Leader dreamed thisup?"

Thetechnician looked dazzled. "Still, | never heard of—"

"Wait," said Kdty. "The computer's air-traffic-control circuit ordered the ship off. Hereswhat
happened.” He touched a second button. The wall blanked.

A voice sad authoritatively, "Planetary Control Center, Paradise City, Paradise. No flights are
authorized, and no landing permit—"

Thewall flared with color, and ahard face, eyes narrowed, scarred below the left eye and acrossthe
bridge of the nose, appeared against an unfocused background, to snarl, "Be damned with your
authorization. Thisisthe Imperid light cruiser Droit de Main, flagship of Search ForceIX. Vice Admird
Sir lan Cudleighisaboard thisship . . ."

The red-bearded technician stared at the screen, where the tough figure suddenly turned aside:

"Madgter of the Ordnance! Givethem ataste of our sted!”

Kdty hit another button, and thewall lit with aview of buildings exploding in sheets of flameand
smoke.

At the end, Kdlty turned to the technician. "Then the first ship showed again, and the two ships went
out of view, and the long-range pickups started feeding in more data. There's a fleet out there.”

Thetechnician, obvioudy shaken, stared at the blank wall. "Where does thisleave us?'

"Y ou tell me. The computer had to make a quick choice which sideto be on, and it must have only
taken one-tenth of one percent of its circuitsto decide that. There wasn't much choice, if you know what
| mean."

"But where in space did these—"

Therewasajarring buzz. A voice said urgently, "Now receiving.”

* * %

Thewadl lit up again. A very paeface, marked by disspation but with intense dark eyes, looked out
under anarrow golden crown.

"l see you not. Towhom do | speak?”’
"Thisisthe Planetary Control Center, Paradise City, Para—"

"Listen closdly. Itis|, Oggbad, Prince of the Empire, Premier Peer of the Kingdom, High Master of
the Unseen Redms. | require your immediate aid to repul se the treasonous assaults of the low villains,
Vaughan, Percy, and Ewald. Yidld at once to my command or come under ban of the most hideous
punishment. How say you?"

Therewere severd buzzing sounds of varying pitch, then the words, "Owing to alack of sufficient
data—"

"Bah! These arethe words of poltroons, or traitors! | am Oggbad! Yied!"

Therewasatotal slence, then, "Very wel! Y ou think the materid power of the traitor VVaughan will
protect you. | say it will not! Nay, if the fools hound me throughout the length of the universe, and drive
me from sun to sun, and destroy the last remnant of my worldly power, ill, | am Oggbad! In the unseen
realms, guns count for nought. All isunchanged, and | am till High Master of the Unseen Reelms. Asan
earnest of my intent, and awarning to those who believe matter can of aright rule the universe, | shall
inspirit the very animalswith ahate of your treason, and hurl the might of the forest against you. Nay, |
say, yidd, or face the most dread powers of the Unseen Realmg!™



The computer could manage nothing but abuzz.

"So beit," said the pae disspated face looking at them from thewall, its dark eyesblazing. "Y ou
anger me. And though | be shorn of materia power you will soon learn the might of my dominion. 1 will
regain afooting for my power! And as| am here, you will serve, or | will destroy you. Bear my words
dosdyinmind.”

Thewall went blank. Kelty stared at it dazedly. The technician passed ahand across his eyes.

Findly, Kelty said, "All right. But we're on theright Sde, at least. That last businesswas lunacy.
That's—"

There was another jarring buzz. "Now receiving.”

Kelty and the technician winced and turned back toward thewall. Thewal lit up with aview of the
same scarred tough face they'd seen first. Thisface now had athoughtful exasperated |ook.

"Thefiend has dipped away. No cloak of invishility could hide so large a ship from our instruments,
but thereit is. Heisgone. Troubleis on foot again. But hell not leave thisworld dive. Wdll, so beit. |
speak now to the Earldom-Designate of Paradise, so-caled. Answer!"

The computer gave another buzz. "We arelistening.”

"Why have you avoice but no face?"

"Owing to technicd difficulties”

"Be damned with technicd difficulties On dl we know, Oggbad is4till dive! Listen closdy. Asyou

have yielded to His Royal and Imperial Highness, Vaughan, Duke of Trasmere, Prince Contestant to the
Throne, on the truth of whose cause the light of Heaven shines, so are you in duty bound to obey him.
Y ou are now a part of the Empire, inimmediate fiefdom to Duke Vaughan himsalf. Whosoever denies
this, does so on instantaneous peril of hislife. Now then, the cursed Oggbad is loose on the planet. Y ou
must set your defensesin order. Mischief isafoot, and on such a scale as you may never have seen
before. But fear not. Duke Vaughan is here. Hismaterial power isno small weight againgt theinvisible
might of Oggbad. Oggbad must first ensheathe his strength in materid formto act in the visblereams.
The Duke Vaughan's power isaready on rein to act. And we are quick, ready, and hold our mindsto
the task—we will come through the storm. Oggbad's first onset isthe worst. Prepare to meet the Duke
Vaughan himself within the hour. Thereisno timeto waste.”

Thewadl went blank.

Like two punchdrunk fighters, Kelty and the red-bearded technician stared at the wall.

* * %

Roberts, himsdlf half-dazed, suddenly realized that Kelty and the technician, probably the two most
important humansin the computer-run part of the city, were now stuck on dead center. The dightest push
would move them in ether direction.

"Quick!" said Roberts. "Hit Kty with 'desireto inform, explain, and expound!' Easy at firg, then if
he does what he should, step it up. We want the rest of the city to know what's going on."

On the screen, Kty was saying dazedly, " Are we dreaming? How do we handle athing likethis?'
The red-bearded technician was starting to grin. "They don't waste any time, do they? Well, well. What
does the computer say to this?"

"That'sapoint,” said Kety. He crossed to the keyboard set out from the wal. Almost immediately,
thewadl litupinydlow letters:

INSUFFICIENT DATA

Kelty stepped back asif held been struck.
The technician nodded. "That's about al we can expect from it. After the crissisover, then itwill



have the data and the answers.”

"Damnit," said Kelty, "weve got to do something! " Hisface cleared. "Y es, well let the people
know what's going on!"

"What good will that do?'

"Maybeit will givethat collection of fanatics something to think about besides blowing up the
computer.”

"Yes. That'sanidea”

Roberts glanced at Morrissey. "O.K. So far so good. But now we have thelittle problem of
providing Oggbad with an army.”

Morrissey said, "I've been thinking about that. It strikes me we're making big promises, and don't
know whether we can actualy come through with any results.”

"If not, they're no worse off in that city than before. And asfor us, we can dways explain it away by

‘capturing’ Oggbad, and then having him escape by sorcery as soon as we figure out what to do next.
After dl, when you've only got three hoursto save the lives of millions of people, you can't expect

perfection.”
"Well, no—" said Morrissey.
"What might work," said Roberts, "isto make akind of large U-shaped pattern of 'desire to escape,
and move it dowly forward, from the forest across the cultivated belt toward the city. Can we do that?'
Morrissey nodded. "That's about what I'd planned. What | don't know iswhether it will work."

"Let'stry it. If we can get those behemoths redly moving, they should be able to cover that distance
pretty fast. Then there's the problem of the city. Unless that symbiotic computer putsits oar in again,
what | think we ought to do isfor Hammell and meto land near the border, between the two parts of the
city, whileyou movetheanimadsaong. . ."

"If they move," said Morrisssy.

" ... And also pour 'desire to cooperate a the city's populace. Once we get them in the right frame
of mind, well wait till the animas arrive, and then therell be acommon enemy. After that, any timethe
people gtart to bresk into factions, Oggbad will bash them over the head. Meanwhile, we can use the
want-generator to pour the right desires at the city, while the Situation itself tendsto make it certain that
these desires are interpreted the right way. Once weredlly get that setup going, we can probably shut
off the want-generator entirely, except for emergencies.”

"Wedon't know yet," said Morrissey stubbornly, "if those animaswill move. I'm going to haveto
use different intengities of U-shaped regions of 'desire to escape,’ one region inside the other, to create a
kind of fear-gradient, if you know what I mean. The desire to escape has to be strongest at the outermost
region, so that the animaswill move forward in the right direction, toward the center-line of the U."

"Good." Roberts glanced at Hammell. "Now, unless this Duke Vaughan isgoing to turn up al aone,
probably you'd better come with me."

Hammell nodded without enthusasm. "'l guess 0."

"Great," said Morrissey. "And what happensif some tree-sized anima with eight-foot jaws goes after
the ship? What do | do then? It takes concentration to work this want-generator and watch the screen to
be sure things aren't getting out of hand. | can't do that and fight off a horde of mongters, too.”

"Hm-m-m," said Roberts. "Why not hit them with ‘desire to deep? It certainly worked on that
snake."

Morrissey caled: " Holcombe!"
"Yes my lord?"
"Thetranquilizers™

"At once, my lord."



"O.K." said Roberts, heaving the battle armor over on itsface so he could get the back plate open,
"then that's settled. Watch out for the point on the helmet when | get up.”

"Ligten" said Morrissey, "I keep trying to tel you, these animas may not move. Or they may mill
around, fight each other, and generdly be dow asmud.”

"Use 'desire to cooperate’ on them in the center of the U. Do the best you can. Just pour on the
power and hope for the best. It will be quite a coup for Oggbad if you can manageit.”

Morrissey said something Roberts didn't quite catch, but then he wasinside the armor, and the rest of
the comment came across clearly in the earphones. . . . to be quite an experience. Who got this bright
idea, anyway?'

HammédI's voice, somewhat hollow, replied, "We did."

"Yeah. Then| guesswe're stuck with it. Well, stay hedlthy.”

"I'll try. Watch out for the gangbats. Don't let Oggbad get you.”

Roberts, insde the armor, swung shut the back plate, listened critically to the multiple click of the
latch, and shoved home the lock lever.

"O.K., let'sgo. Stick closeto me crossing the clearing.”

"l surewill,” said Hammell.

"And look out for the spike on this helmet.”

A few minutes |ater, Roberts and Hammell were aboard the ship.

And afew minutes after that, they were sweeping out in awide curve, in order to come back toward
the city high up, and from adifferent direction.

* % %

Kety was apparently acting fast under the influence of "desireto inform, explain, and expound.” The
patrol ship's symbiotic compuiter, in the guise of atough no-nonsense Imperid officer, made
arrangementsto land, and immediately the buildings nearby were crowded with nervous onlookers.

Roberts and Hammell, taking care not to run each other through with their helmet-spikes, squeezed
out the patrol ship's hatch, to face an uneasy-looking Kety, who was accompanied by a nondescript
individud with triple lightning-bolts on his armband, on the sash across his chest, and on the visor of his
floppy cap. The place was surrounded with roboid police, who with apparent uneasiness faced the gap
blasted in the barrier that |ast time Roberts had gone by. Through this gap, a number of armed toughs
were seeping forward, but the roboid police hesitated to stop them lest they provoke an uproar in the
midst of the ceremonies.

Roberts decided there was no point fooling around. His voice came out amplified into aclose
resemblance to thunder:

"l am Vaughan of Trasmere. Let al who would serve mekned. Let al who would serve the traitor
Oggbad stand.”

Kety wasted no time knedling. About fifty percent of the toughs with armbands took a quick glance
at the guns on the patrol ship, and either kneeled or dove for cover. The remaining fifty percent remained
upright. The nearest tough, with the largest number of lightning-bolt insgnia, gave apeculiar laugh, and a
sdewiseflick of hisright hand. Hisfollowers sngpped up their guns. One heaved a sharpened axle
draight at Roberts.

Therewasabrief crisscrossng dazzle of white lines from the patrol ship's fusion cannon.

Thewind blew away afew puffs of smoke, and dl that was|eft of the immediate opposition wasa
smoldering armband here, ared-hot piece of meta there, and a scattering of gridy trophiesthat Roberts
tried not to look at.

Giving no timefor the stunned silenceto turn into anew show of opposition, this time from under
cover, Roberts demanded in avoice of thunder, "Who € se serves Oggbad the fiend? Know you not that



each man of thiscity will serve histrueliege-lord or die? What manner of treechery isthis?'

To give emphasisto hiswords, and because he sensed he might look silly just standing there after this
gpeech, Roberts whipped out his sword. The sword came out with amenacing hissthat carried along
way in the silence. Then, sinceit would have been ridiculous to threaten the whole city, he took aquick
step toward Kelty.

A roboid policeman immediately blocked hisway.

Roberts sword flashed out, diced the machinein two with one blow, and ahard kick of his right foot
knocked the pieces twenty feet away. He gripped Kelty by the shirt front.

"Serve you Oggbad?!

"No! But thishasal been so fast. Andwehavea. .. ah...arebdlion going on here—"

"A rebdlion? Against me?"

"No. No. Againgt the machines." Hadtily, Kelty gave an explanation of the Situation in the city, at the
end of which Roberts shrugged.

"Thisisno matter. It isof the past. What concerns us now is Oggbad. | accept the submission of the
part of the city ruled by the thinking-machine. And by the grace of the power invested in me as suzerain
creste the thinking-machine a Baron of the Duchy of Trasmere. So, too, do | create you, Kelty, aBaron
of the Duchy of Trasmere. Let no man raise his hand againgt your joint authority in the Inner City, by
which | so designate that portion of land within this barrier of fanged wire and subtle entrapments,
upwardsto the limits of the aery realm, and downwards to the center of the world. Now, so much for
that. We have till this Outer City to dedl with. Who rulesthere? Every minute the power of Oggbad
ensheathesitsaf in matter, and we waste time on this foolery? Who rules? Come forward now, or |
destroy your power root and branch, thorn, twig, seed, and fruit! Comeforth, | say!"

* * %

Roberts was becoming aware of an urgent desire to cooperate. If everyone elsewasfedingit as
strongly as he was, the factionsin the city wouldn't last long. But how could he cooperate with somebody
who didn't show up?

Just then, as he was wondering what to do next, and wishing the symbiotic computer was handling
thisinstead of him, astrongly built figure about five-feet ten, carrying ariflein hisleft hand, strode
forward, handed the rifle to one of asmall group of followers, and walked toward Roberts unarmed. This
man had alook of intelligence and intense self-discipline. When hewas directly in front of Roberts, he
dropped on one knee.

Robertssaid, "You rulein the Outer City?"
"l have fiveto ten percent of the people behind me. My men are armed. The others aren't.”

"Good enough. Do you yidd to me, Vaughan of Trasmere—or would you serve the foul traitor
Oggbad?"
"I'mfor you."

"Then by grace of the power vested in me as suzerain, | create you a Baron of the Duchy of
Traamere, and ruler of the Outer City, by which | designate that portion of the presently-existing city
outside this barrier of entrapments and fanged wire, upwardsto the limits of the aery relm, and
downwards to the center of the world. Let no man raise his hand against you in the Outer City. Rise,
Baron. Now, we have no timefor the pleasures which should attend these ceremonies, or for their
proper form. Each minute spent here the foul cause of Oggbad advances that much further. Dissension
within our ranks must be healed at once, asit serves Oggbad's cause. Now then, you, Baron Kelty, and
you, the thinking-machine with rank of Baron, and you, Baron of the Outer City, listen close.

"What Oggbad will do, we know not. But he vanished to the west, and from the west will his attack

amos certainly come. Therefore, o far asispossible, post your main strength to the west, with but light
forcestoward the other quarters. And your strength permit it, hold strong reservesin hand. Fight by craft



and cunning, from hidden places. Oppose stone walls and empty space to Oggbad's attack, so far as it
be possible. Fight him not by main strength. That | will do, as my strength surpasses his. Seek to pin him,
entangle him. Chisdl at his power. When confronted, run, hide, and appear again at hisflank. Let hisarms
fight gone and air, while your sword seeks hisbelly.

"Oggbad fights by—"
Hammell'svoiceinterrupted. "Y our Grace! Look overhead!”

Robertslooked up to see three huge birds, their festhers blue underneath, winging past. He glanced
a Kdty. "Do these birds often fly over the city?!

"Sometimes one aone. | never saw three together before.”

Roberts turned toward the ship. "Master of the Ordnance! Bring down those birds!" Roberts turned
to histwo wide-eyed human Barons. "Their form is but a physica envel ope for Oggbad's purpose. Now
it begins”

From the ship, avoice cdled, "Y our Highness, this planet must have crystal on it, and Oggbad has
found it! The gunsare enwrangled!”

Roberts grappled blankly with the word "enwrangled,” then turned around, to see the big fusion guns
amed generaly toward the birds, but gpparently unableto aim precisdy. The gunswere moving in small
circlesaround their true point of aim, and not one pointed directly at any of the birds.

"Then," said Roberts, thinking fast, "it is Oggbad! Well, gentlemen, get your men quickly in hand.
Remember, Oggbad'sfirst onset istheworst. | will shield you asbest | may, and in the end we will win,
because our cause isjust. Now, get to cover! Quick!™

A terrific desre to fight was building up in Roberts, and, no doubt, in everyone else around. But only
Roberts and Hammell knew that the same angry desire they felt was, in dl likeihood, shared by the huge
birds.

Suddenly, there was afierce scream from overhead. Roberts looked up, to seethe birdsdraw in
their wings. At that same instant, he realized that their camouflage was far better than it seemed. He had
seen three birds. But when they began to dive, their green upper feathers cameinto view, and there were
nearly adozen of them. At once avoice, S0 like Roberts own amplified voice that he thought it must be
his, roared:

"Guards! Well fight on foot!"
Thissounded vaiant. It sounded heroic. It just suited the Stuation, except for onelittle detall:
Therewas no one lft in the patrol ship.

Hammél| dready had hissword in one hand and his gun in the other. The patrol ship was dready
letting off futile bolts at the birds, its"enwrangled" guns doing no damage. So far as Roberts knew, there
was nothing left in the ship but acouple of empty suits of battle armor. Meanwhile, from windows and
doors, people were looking at him, the birds, and the patrol ship to see what would happen next.

Roberts, cursing himself, turned back toward the patrol ship, and braced himself to shout another
order.

The patrol ship, somehow sunk deeply asif it were digging itsway into the cracking concrete,
disgorged from its hatch an armed man-sized figure in silver armor. Then another, and another, until there
were half-a-dozen of them outside. Since they couldn't be human, they must be roboid, controlled by the
symbiotic computer. But where in the cramped interior, with so much space aready taken up by guns
and missile sorage, was there room for the fabricating machinery and the stocks of materias? Wasthe
ship so much more advanced than it seemed? Robertslooked around, hastily gave up trying to find the
answer, and roared, " Have at the fiend!"

A huge shadow was sweeping over the ground, and now gigantic claws shot toward him. Roberts
fired hisfusion gun, sheared off one of the clawed feet with a savage stroke of his sword, was grappled
and knocked backwards by the other, beheaded the bird, and landed in atangled bloody mass of bone,



snew, and feathers. He pulled himsdlf free, to find the air suddenly thick with birds of every description,
fighting the people and each other. A moment later, carnivorous bats began to arrive, to dive at Roberts
faceplate, bounce off, then cling to hisarmor, and squesk their teeth grittily over every bump and joint, in
the hope of getting through into the flesh underneeth.

The city'sloudspeaker system was booming, "Take cover! Get to the tunnels! The city isunder
attack! Get to the tunneldl™

Flying insects were dl over the place now. The air waslike fog. The screams of the people told of
the attacks of every kind of flying pest known to the planet. It dawned on Roberts that Morrissey had
been successful beyond their wildest dreams. If they weren't careful, they might exterminate the very
population they were trying to save.

Then the ondaught of another gigantic bird knocked Roberts back into the foam-covered
entanglement of wires, mines, and sharp-edged strips of metal. Something seemed to snap inside him,
and in aterrific outburst of anger, he diced the bird in half, cut the entangling wires, and settled grimly to
thework of daughter.

He had killed half-a-dozen giant birds, and uncounted numbers of smdler birds and carnivorous
gangbats, when Oggbad's main force arrived on the scene.

Huge gray cats, ordinarily day-time creatures, loomed at him out of the gathering dusk. The
computer's roboid police, firing from windows and doorways, were suddenly confronted with gigantic
beasts with armored bony snouts and tailslike giant dedgehammers. Many-legged segmented creatures
crawled up the sdes of buildings, groped around out in the air, vanished within, and reappeared in the
tunnels. Enormous snakes grappled with equally enormous armored metal caterpillars, and, as often as
not, the snakes crushed or smashed some vita part before the guns of the metal caterpillars could kill the
snakes. The Street lights came on to light ascene out of anightmare, awar anongst animasand
machines, with no humansin sight but Roberts and Hammell, dripping blood, the golden coating of their
armor chipped and dented, but swords and gunsin hand and hewing to the task with such savage energy
they seemed to be everywhere at once.

* * %

Toward dawn, a powerful amplified voice boomed out:
"The power of thefiend yieldsto the Duke! The usurper weskend"

Asdaylight shone down on the bloody shambles, the same voice roared: "By command of the Duke,
clear the tunnels of the enemy! Theworst isover!”

By noon, dented roboid mai ntenance machines were dragging off the bodies of huge cresturesin one
direction, while towing disabled machines away in the other direction.

Kelty, covered with large and small bandages, beside an equally-bandaged figure with tattered
lightning-bolts armband, was in a building aong the boundary between the two parts of the city, listening
attentively to Roberts, whose armor looked asif it had spent the last thousand years grinding aong under
aglacier. Roberts wasted no timefinishing up the conference with his two subordinates.

"That'show itis," he said. "Now you've experienced it. Oggbad inspirited those beadts, using the arts
of the Unseen Realms, and had he been able to calm their mutud distrugt, it would have goneill with us.
Next time, he may have learned that lesson. By that time, our strength must encompass a portion of the
forest itsdlf, and dl of thefields, lest he destroy the food supply. No man can rest easy while thefiend's
soul il cleavesto hisbody. Now, then. My duties do not dlow meto overseethe details. Grest affairs
are afoot in the Empire, and | must see to them. But count on me to come back, to reward the diligent,
destroy the faithless, cleanse by agony the souls of those ensnared by Oggbad—and, if possible, surprise
the fiend himsdlf when he expectsit leegt.”

Kety glanced at the fanatics |eader, who looked back with the expression of someonetangled upin
alega matter that threstensto go on forever, but who is determined to find away to somehow warp it
around to hisown advantage. Thisfit right in with the atmosphere of the Baron's Council Hall, which was



what Roberts had named the building. In this building, there was amild, but neverthel ess noticeable urge
to think. Since Roberts had been in here, severd patrolling guards had turned away uneasily, while
others had briefly stepped inwith an air of interest. Other parts of the city had other faint, but noticegble,
suggestions of adesireto work, adesireto study, to relax, to worship, or to rest. For each place, adight
but definite atmosphere had been created, and was being maintained, by the want-generator. But that
didn't mean that it couldn't readily get out of hand, if aperson serioudy misinterpreted the purpose of the
desre.

"l hope," said Roberts, noting the intensaly-ca culating look on the faces of histwo human
companions, "that therewill be no warring among my vassals. Inthe Empire, it isour custom to submit
such affairsto heavenly judgment. Thiswe do by sending both disputants into the next world. We can get
them there, but so far have found no way to get them back again. Now, gentlemen, | must leavefor a
time. Would that Oggbad were destroyed, but at least his materia power and the strength of his codition
are broken. While you hold him here, we must smash the last of his confederates.” Roberts stood up.
"Good-bye for now, gentlemen. | am sorry to bein such haste. But I'll be back."”

Roberts went out to the ship just outside, and, worn-out and half-dazed, and not knowing if he were
the Duke Vaughan, or whether Oggbad was real, or what was going on, Roberts got back into the
patrol ship, managed to get out of hisarmor without spearing Hammell with the tapering helmet-spike,
and lifted off.

The viewscreen showed him that, down below, battered and bandaged tens of thousands were
cheering therising patrol ship. "Well," said Roberts, sucking in adeep breeth, "ether they're cheering us,
or our departure.”

"Our apparent departure,” said Hammell.

"Correct," said Roberts, garting to fed like himsdlf again.

He swung the ship in afast steep climb, taking it apparently toward outer space. When held gotten
up high enough, the symbiotic computer told him that that was enough to enableit to fool the planetary
computer into thinking they'd left the planet. Then Roberts came back from a different direction, and
headed for the clearing.

"Well," hesaid, "that gets us past thefirst criss, anyway. Now they've got an urgent reason to stick
together. The next thing we want to do isto lay down an overall ‘desirefor order’ field in the city, and a
'desire for adventure field outsde. It seemsto me there's an interaction between aperson's natura
desires, and the field impressed by the want-generator. People can only be comfortable when the two
are compatible. What we want isfor the workersto bein the city, and the warriors and huntersto bein
theforest. Thisbusiness of trying to cram different typesinto the same mold in the same place won't
work. Let'shaveit so that if aman wants out, he can get out. But, after he does get out, survivd ishis
problem.”

"What you figure," said Hammell, "isthat the onesthat want to learn will find it possible to study; the
onesthat want to fight, to conquer something, will be able to do that; the ones that want to work will be
ableto. And the desire-fidlds will keep the warriors from raiding the workers, and the teachers from
trying to drag the warriorsinto the classrooms; while the individual, if he outlives one desire, isfreeto
settlein another place with adifferent outlook, so long as his own desire doesn't so conflict with the
desre-fidd there asto make him acutely uncomfortable?"

"That'sthe general idea," said Roberts. "And if we can doit, it ought to eiminate alot of need for
externa controls, allow agood ded of freedom, and bring this place closer to being a paradise than it
would ever be with acomputer monotonoudy doling out food, clothing, lodging, and everything elseon a
ration system, and then ingsting that now everyone should be happy. The computer is greet for
rationdizing the production and distribution of the necessities of life. But it just naturdly gets stuck when it
leaves desire out of itscaculations.”

"Which," said Hammell, "it naturaly does. Human leaders do it themsalves. Therés nothing quite like



desire to wreck anyone's caculations. Maybe even ours.”
Roberts nodded soberly. "Very possble. Well—Well see”

* * %

Their accumulated leave was dmost up when the three men took afinal look at the city on the spy
screen. The changein the place was noticeable not only in the glazed windows and painted buildings, but
inthewak of the people who remained in the city. They no longer had to fear being knocked over the
head and robbed for daring to do anything. Those of them who best loved a good knock-down drag-out
fight, an ambush, or araid for plunder, were out beyond the roboid-manned barrier line fighting Oggbad's
army. Either they had what it took, and came back with aheavy leather sack of fangs and clavswhich
the computer—on Duke Vaughan's order, relayed from a distance—would redeem at an impressive
price in whatever merchandise or service the victorious warriors might choose—or € se they lacked what
it took and "went to Oggbad.” Those that tended to be warriors mostly with their mouths were in aworse
spot yet. The workersinvariably asked to see their trophies, while the warriors were becoming adept at
spotting them on sight, and would lug them off to the forest just for the fun of it.

"Boy," said Hammell, "what aplacel And yet, if anyone should go around there now demanding a
revolution, he'd get brained.”

Roberts nodded. "They don't want to revolt, because their real desires have alegitimate outlet. Not
just the desires they ought to have, but the desires they do have. A man who wants steak can get avfully
sick of agteady diet of ice cream—even if it'sthe best ice cream made, and he can't find any fault with
it

Morrissey said moodily, "I hateto leave this place. And | sill don't trust the head of those fanatics.”

Hammel sad, "Just among the three of us, it'sgoing to be alittle hard to go back to being a
cargo-control officer after being His Imperia Highness, Duke Ewald of Greme."

Roberts said, "The first chance we get, after we stock up on more parts for the want-generator, |
think we'd better come back here."

Hammell and Morrissey a once looked up with enthusiasm.
"After dl," said Roberts, "from the way things are going, poor Oggbad is going to need help.”

THE KING'SLEGIONS

Vaughan Roberts, in the control seat of the savaged Interstellar Patrol ship that had cost most of his
life savings, glanced briefly at the battle screen, which showed histwo friends second-hand space yacht
being hauled around in agravitor beam. Then helooked back &t the auixiliary screen, wherean
exaggeratedly military-looking individua, with theinggnia of alieutenant colonel, spokein brisk
authoritative tones.

"By order of the Commanding Officer, Squadron R, 876th Interstellar Combat Wing, Space Fleet
XIl1, you are hereby commanded to halt for ingpection re Exotic Drugs Act, Section 16.. . ."



Roberts, who had spent some time in the Space Force himself, had never before seen such a
combination of meticuloudy close-cropped iron-gray hair, siff face, and ramrod-straight posture, with
uniform pressed into dentproof, knife-edged creases. Over the left shirt pocket of this uniform were three
rows of ribbons, and while Roberts did not recognize half of them, there was one that he knew to bethe
Cross of Space, with three stars. The Cross of Space was awarded sparingly—to win it required proof
of heroism in the face of such danger that it wasrare for the hero to come back dive. Try ashe might,
Roberts could not visuaize the miracle that would enable the same man to win this award four times and
live

" ... Paagraph E," the stiffly-erect figure went on. "Y ou will not resist the beam. Y ou will not
attempt to parley. Y ou will open outer hatches to admit boarding partieswithout delay . . ."

Roberts glanced around.

The patrol ship, the purchase of which Roberts considered an unusua stroke of luck, was equipped
with devices he could never have afforded to buy new. One of these could extrude a set of metal arms,
to spin ashell of camouflage around the ship, hide its formidable armament, and cregate the appearance of
aharmlessrebuilt derdict. Other devices could make fast precise measurements of shape, Size, mass,
and other characteridtics, passing them to computers which searched dmost instantaneoudy through
hosts of reference standards to determine what the data might mean. On thisinformation, presented to
the pilot in symbols on the battle screen, the patrol ship's battle computer could act at once, bringing the
ship'sweapons to bear on changing targets, and atering speed, course, and attitude to meet the Situation.
Presiding over the weapons, sensing eements, computers, and various specid devices, and acting toward
the pilot as a combination conscience and subconscious mind, was what was known asthe "symbiotic
computer.” At this moment, the symbiotic computer, in its own way, was doubtless considering the
rasping, authoritative voice:

"Youwill a dl timesobey theingtructions of the ingpecting personnel. Y ou will cooperatefully in
exposing your ship to thorough search for contraband. Resistance, or procrastination, will be dedlt with
svedy .. ."

But the many symbols now appearing on the battle screen were what riveted attention.
It gave Roberts pause to consider who would want such things as:
a) A large salvaged cruiser stripped for ultrafast acceleration.

b) Anirregular rocky object some four hundred feet in diameter, hollowed out inside, with severa
large masses of undetermined nature floating around the interior.

¢) A smulated Space Force dreadnought mocked up on a girder-ship frame.
d) Anirregular metalic object eighty feet across, with fusion guns sunk in hidden wells.

Roberts fingered the curved surface of asmall glowing ball recessed into the control console. Ashe
turned the ball, a corresponding white circle on the battle screen moved from one symboal to the next, and
each in turn was enlarged, to show fine detail. Roberts now saw such things as abig cargo section with
what looked like severe damage; hidden inside were grapplesto seize any ship that came close enough to
givehdp.

Now it was clear why the "colond" on the screen looked so exceptionally military. Rea military men
had work to do, and doing thiswork was their job. But thisfellow'sjob was to look military. Where the
fake-wreck artist collected hisvictims by drifting ong atraveled route looking hel pless; and where the
trap-miner made his profit by maneuvering his chunk of "ore" into position to catch prospectors unaware;
and where the dugger prospered by sudden attack—for the same purpose, the two-day wonder
mimicked the Space Force.

Now the "colonel" waslooking at Robertswith hard authority.
"Isthat clearly understood?’
Roberts course digplay now showed itsline of big dashes drifting off to the right. The track display



showed acurving line that wove past the asteroid belt to the stylized image of the blue-green world
optimigticaly cdled Paradise—with the little image of the ship dipping well off theline. The battle screen
showed the patrol ship caught in awavy blur, representing another gravitor beam.

Roberts asked himsalf what all these commerce raiders were doing here. Two previoustripstold him
there wasn't enough commerce past this system to make aliving for atenth of them. If they weren't here
to prey on commerce, what were they herefor?

He considered one possible reason.

When he, Hammell, and Morrissey had been on Paradise before, Morrissey had invented adeviceto
influence desires, and had developed it so it could be focused on a given place from a distance. Suppose
someone had been shrewd enough to deduce, from what had happened, the existence of a
want-generator?

What would agang of commerce raiders do to get hold of adevice that could influence desires from
adistance?

But then, Robertsredlized, if such aperson had been on Paradise, he would have learned sill more.

The last time Roberts, Hammell and Morrissey had been here, the only way they'd found to keep
two of the planet's factions from daughtering each other had been to use, not only the want-generator,
but also Roberts patrol ship, to create the myth of two outside factionsfighting for control of the planet.

Now, Roberts asked himsdlf, suppose the commerce raiders had learned of this myth, and of the
formidable personages who were part of it. Would the commerce raiders care to tangle with such a
crew?What if it should turn out that the creatures were real? What if Oggbad, the sorcerer, and the three
Dukes were fighting for mastery of an Empire? Then what? The want-generator was worth taking on
whoever had it, even if he was an armored Duke with an Empire behind him—»but the risk should be
spread by gathering a strong force, in case of trouble. That was how the commerce raiders would think.

While Roberts congdered this, the imitation colond gave sgns of impatience.
"Let'shaveyour atention here, Migter!"

The only way out Roberts could see was to convince the raiders the Situation was too dangerous for
them to handle. Y &t, asmple calculation showed more firepower on their side.

It followed that Roberts would have to run a bl uff.

On the screen, the two-day wonder's fuse burned short again, and he turned away, asif to rasp some
order to an unseen subordinate.

Roberts spokefirst: "ThisisaKing'sship.”
The"colond" swung around. "What's that?'

Roberts looked the two-day wonder directly in the eye. " Sobeit you wish death, thereis no surer
way than this"

The two-day wonder stared at him.
Roberts spoke grimly: " A King's ship will not stand inspection by any mortal power in or out of
gpace. Hewho attemptsit, will face the full might of the Empire. Y ou are warned.”

The figure on the screen momentarily congeded into aliving statue. Then heleaned completely back
out of focus of the screen.

There was agarbled noise from the speaker, then the automatic descramblers went to work, the
garble seemed to digtort itself into new shapes and forms, and suddenly it came across, rough and
low-pitched, but understandable: "Quick! Wheres Maury?'

"Holed up with Parks and the lawyer. Why?'
"Get him on this screent™”

"Areyou nuts? Hell—"

"l sad, get him!"



The"colond" regppeared, his manner conciliatory: "We certainly dont wantto. .. er...detana
foreign shipagaing itswill, Mr...ah...?

Inachill voice, Robertssaid, "My nameisnot at issue. Neither isit at issue whether you will hold this
ship againgt itswill. Y ou lack the power to hold this ship againgt itswill. Y ou will relesse thisship or die.
That iswhat isat issue.”

In the silence that followed, Roberts became aware that, around him, there were agreat many quiet
noises. There was ahum, and alow clank from the weapons locker. From outside came grating and
whirring sounds, and from somewhere forward there was a continuous murmuring rumble. The patrol
ship, though it lacked room, had atrait that endeared it to Roberts: When trouble was coming, the patrol
ship got ready. Its captain didn't have to concern himsdf with the little detalls any more than aman on the
brink of afigt fight had to conscioudy raise his own blood pressure.

On the screen, the " colone” glanced around. "Yes! Put him on!"

The screen divided verticaly, to show an additiona face. This new face took acool glance at
Roberts, and turned very dightly toward the imitation colond. "What's dl this about?’

"It'slikethat stuff down on Three! | grabbed thisguy on abeam, and—"

"Areyou wasting my time over ared-in on some spacer punk? Well talk about this lat—"

"No! Hold it, Maury! Thisisthat Empire stuff!"

"Nuts. That's arebuilt dogship. Look at your long-range screen and read the lines. Grow up.”

"But, thisguy—"

Roberts flipped a switch on the control pand.

Therewasadight jar, and the outside viewscreen showed torn camouflage drifting past.

"Y ou hold aKing's ship at your peril."

Roberts reached for the firing console, but the symbiotic computer got there first, and the switches
moved of their own accord. A large white beam sprang out from the patrol ship toward the asteroid belt.

In the asteroid belt, there was adazzling explosion.

From a previoudy-unused speaker to theleft of the instrument pandl came aclear questioning voice:
"Imperid Dreadnought Coeur de Lion to masked Imperia Ship Nom de Guerre. Do you need help?"

On another auxiliary screen gppeared the image of atough officer in glittering helmet and breastplate,
with eyes of ablue so pae that they resembledice.

It took Roberts an ingtant to redlize that the symbiotic computer wasfilling in the details. Then he
answered: "Imperia Ship Nom de Guerre to Imperia Dreadnought Coeur de Lion. We are detained by
outspacers, who claim the right to halt and board us, in search for contraband.”

"Outspacers? In what strength?”

"Heet drength, of varying type and qudity.”

"Do the dogs know they hold aKing's ship?

"They do."

"Inform them thet if they wish afleet action, they shdl haveit.”
"I have dready told them. They doubt my word."

"Demand if the scum be leagued with Oggbad.”

Roberts glanced back at the communi cations screen. The two-day wonder looked ready to shut his
eyes and dide under the table anytime. The other individua, Maury, had alook of intense awareness.

Roberts looked him in the eye, and spoke in atone suggesting the crack of awhip: " Serve you
Oggbad the Fiend?'

Maury's brow wrinkled. His face took on thelook of arocket speciaist grappling with hisfirst
gravitor. He opened his mouth, shut it, then opened it again. "No."



Roberts glanced at the auxiliary screen. "He denies alegiance to Oggbad.”

"It isthe policy of the Empireto avoid clashes with the outspacerstill our present wounds be bound
up. Warn thisdog to stand clear of the Earldom-Designate of Paradise. Demand that he let loose hishold
on you and the bomb ship. If he does so, take your departure. If not, run the iron down histhroat.”

"Havel leave to dam home the bomb ship?'
"Do that first. Then the rest will go quicker.”

Roberts glanced back at Maury. Robert's voice was brisk and businesdike: "I propose to you that
you let loose my ships, and further that you agree to stand clear of the Earldom-Designate of Paradise,
which isthethird planet of this star, counting from the star outward. Do you agree?"

Maury, his expression baffled, said, "'l agree.”
Roberts turned back to the auxiliary screen. "He agrees.”

The figure on the screen looked faintly disappointed. "I he does as promised, you have no choice but
to break off. At some future time, we may settle these old accounts.”

Roberts watched the battle screen. The wavy blurs vanished. The patrol ship and the space yacht
werefree.

Roberts nodded coldly to Maury.

Maury, hisexpression that of aperson thinking very hard, nodded back.
Roberts broke the connection.

So far, so good. But one careless dip would unravel thewholeillusion.

Roberts made certain the communicator was off, thought a moment, then tapped a button beside the
glowing amber lensmarked "Smb Cmp."

"Any fishnet pickups between us and the space yacht?"

The voice of the symbiotic computer replied, "Two. They were drifted out on narrow pressor
elements of acompound beam. They'rein position between here and the yacht.”

"Fishnet pickups are expendive. If we don't hurt them, our friendsin the asteroid belt will pull them
back in agan when weleave. If—"

The symbiotic computer spoke complacently. "The parasite circuits are dready in place.”
"Good. Let's see these fishnets on the screen.”

The outside viewscreen promptly showed, outlined in red, two large fuzzy networks of finelines,
between the space yacht and the patrol ship.

"O.K." said Roberts, and carefully guided the patrol ship away from them, asif he were moving off
on hisown. When he reached an angle that would avoid the pickups, he switched on the communicator,
and called the yacht on atight beam.

Hammell and Morrissey appeared on the screen, their faces tense.
Robertssaid, "Dont tak. Just follow me.”

Hammell nodded, and Roberts snapped off the screen.

The patrol ship moved dowly off, and the space yacht swung dowly after it.

Carefully, Roberts watched the battle screen for any sign of trouble. When nothing devel oped, he
glanced down at the course display, and sent the little symbol of the ship gradually angling back toward
the line of red dashes. As he moved, Roberts gathered speed, so that not long after the symbol of the
ship was again centered on the display's dashes, the dashes themsaves faded to pae pink, then white.
The ship was now back on course, and moving at the correct speed.

The asteroid belt by now wasfar behind.

But dl the way down to the planet, Roberts could see Maury's face—thinking, weighing, calculating.

Thelanding itself was no problem. The two ships did down through heavy clouds, moved low over



denseforest, and cameto rest alittle before sunset in the same clearing where they'd set down before.

Roberts ran the stabilizer feet out, switched off the gravitors, and unbuckled the safety harness. He
ducked under the three-foot-thick shiny cylinder that ran down the axis of the ship, and went up severd
stepsin the cramped aft section. He released the clamp on the outer hatch, spun the lockwhed!
counterclockwise, pulled the hatch lever down cautioudy, and peered out a one-inch dit. Past experience
told him that to actudly go outsde, without battle armor, might be to wind up instantaneoudy in some
cregture's digestive tract. But after al the time held spent in the ship, he wanted a breeth of fresh air.

Asthe hatch eased open, he peered out into the clearing, sniffed the cool fresh air, inhaed deeply,
sighed with pleasure, raised the hatch further, felt the breeze on hisface—

Therewasthe faint tick of an automatic turret.

WHAP!

A blur of yelow fur and claws blew apart in mid air.

Roberts shook his head, shut the hatch, and went to the nearest weapons locker to get battle armor.
He opened the locker, and out on its ding came a glittering metal suit with atall tapering spire on the
helmet, agauzy pink cloth on the spire, and adazzling coat of arms on the breastplate.

Again, tofit the part Roberts was playing, the patrol ship had "improved" the armor.

Robertslooked at it irritatedly, and tried another locker. Out came amore dazzling suit, with spire
plus flashing crown on the helmet, and alarger broadsword in alavishly jewe ed scabbard.

Roberts tried the other two lockers—which stubbornly refused to open.

The voice of the symbiotic computer said dryly, "When playing apart, little inconsistencies add up to
abiglossof bdief."

"Exactly who," said Roberts, "is going to watch me go this short distance?!

"Those who are not seers should avoid predicting the future.”

"Nuts." Roberts climbed into the armor, and made hisway to the hatch. He turned backwards, head
bent, and managed to get the hatch open without ramming anything with the spire. He crouched, turned

around, aimed the spire out the opening, followed it through, and dropped to the ground. The hatch
clanged shut behind him, and Roberts started for the space yacht.

About hafway there, he became conscious of aface back in the shadows, watching him with awe.
Roberts corrected himsa f—watching the armor with awe.

That the symbiotic computer had been right again did nothing to improve Roberts frame of
mind—especialy since he could now seethat it was obvious. The accumulated effects of the
want-generator had led thousands from the city to venture degper into the forest, seeking adventure and
trophies, and the most capable survivors might by now be on an dmost equa footing with the creatures
that naturaly lived there.

Roberts climbed up the handholds of the yacht, and banged on the big cargo door. At onceit swung
open. Roberts used the spire to keep Hammell back, and as soon as he wasinside, jabbed the button
that swung the door shuit.

"Yegods" sad Hammel, staring at the armor, "let's not bother with that until we need it.
Incidentaly, you most stabbed me with that helmet spike when you camein.”

Roberts said shortly, "There's somebody watching from the edge of the clearing. Don't forget, weve
got alot of these peopleinterested in going into the forest. That'swhat they're doing.”

Hammell momentarily had the foolish expression of one caught overlooking the obvious.

"Moreover," said Roberts, "I was using the spike to keep you away from the hatch. Y ou don't look
too much like Duke Ewdd of Gremeright now." He hesitated, then cleared histhroat. "When you're
playing apart, little incongstencies add up to abig loss of belief. Y ou want to remember that."

Hammél looked groggy. "I should have thought of it, but for some reason, | forgot.”



Roberts said cheerfully, "Wheres Morrissey?'

"Up onthefifthleve, checking the gear."

"Y ou'd better go up first. We don't want him to get speared with this helmet spike.”

"OK."

Hammél stepped onto the green half of the glowing ova on the deck, and drifted up the grav-lift. The
doors overhead did open and shut, and he was gone from sight.

Roberts allowed time to warn Morrissey, then followed. The doors did open one after another, then
thefifth level dropped into view, and Roberts gripped the handhold and pulled himsdlf out.

Hammell and Morrissey were standing by awide improvised control pand. Robertssaid hello to
Morrissey, got out of the armor, and glanced around.

"How arethingsin the city?"

"That'sagood question,” said Morrissey. "There's no broadcast from the city, and the spy screen
doesn't work."

Roberts glanced at the blank gray screen. "Can you fix it?'

"If it was something wrong with the screen itself, maybe. But | tried atest transmission, and the
screen's O.K. Thetroubleis, there's no transmission from the city."

"What would cause that?'

Morrissey shrugged. "If we had our own spy devicesin the city, | might bein aposition to say. But
this setup is tapped onto the city's own surveillance system. Now, how does that system work? If the
city'sgenera power supply fails, doesthe system fail ? If o, it could be that they've had a power failure.
Or, it could be that the power supply is O.K., but that somebody has knocked out the surveillance
system itsalf. Not knowing how the system works, | don't know what's possible.”

"Could the technicians have found out someone had tapped the survelllance system?”

Morrissey nodded. "Among other things. It could even be that there's a gentleman's agreement that

the syssem will only be used during certain hours. All 1 know isthe screen doesn't show us anything,
because there's no transmission to pick up.”

Roberts shook his head. "What were here for isto use the want-generator to straighten out the mess
inthat city. But how can we useit, when there's no way to watch the effect? Moreover, weve got this
fleet of commerce raiders. How do we concentrate on what we're doing with atroop of baboons ready
to drop in anytime?"

Hammell said, "It'sworse than that. The odds are, they've got at least one agent aready on the
planet. Any timewe make a public move, thisguy will report it."

Morrissey frowned. "Cometo think of it, they'll be able to use their instrumentsto follow the
movements of our ships here. Then they can compare what we say, as reported by their agent, with what
we do, as shown by their ingruments. We can't say were going off to fight Oggbad, for instance, and
then just land our ships out of sight while we decide what to do next.”

"No," sad Hammél, "They'd know we were faking."

"And we can't afford that," said Roberts.

Morrissey said, "Thewonder isthat we ever got away from them at dl. How did you work it?"
Roberts described what had happened, adding, "1'd think it was a pretty good bluff if we were far
away by now. But since we aren't, our safety depends on keeping them afraid to try anything, for fear the

mighty Empirewill blow themto bits."

"Which," Hammdll growled, "means every move we make not only has to make sense for our
purposes, but aso has got to be convincing to the commerce raiders.”

"Correct," said Roberts.



Morrissey, scowling, said, "Thisis going to complicate things.”

"When you consder thelikely situation on this planet,” said Roberts, "it'sgoing to pile up
complicationsto the point whereit's a question whether we can move at dl. Just think of the factions
here. There's the planetary computer with itsroboid devices and built-in directives. Asasort of
semi-independent extension, there's Kelty and hisarmy of roboid police. There's the technicians, and the
machines and devi ces the technicians have made. Then there'sthe Great Leader and hisfanatics—plus
the generd bulk of the populaceitsdlf. On top of all thisisthe effect of the measures we took while we
were here the last time. And, of course, the whole thing is bound to have developed since then, even
though we won't know how until we get the spy screen to work."

Morrissey nodded moodily. "And since the trouble is on the other end, there isn't much we can do.”
There was amoody slence.

Out in the clearing, it was getting dim, and Roberts absently tapped the switch to opaque the
portholes, lest they be watched from outside. Then the silence stretched out again.

Findly Hammdl said, "There ought to be some way to amplify this"

Morrissey nodded. " Sure. What?"

Roberts was about to suggest, yet again, that they move into the patrol ship, where, at least, their
skinswould be safe. But just then—

BAM!

The ship jumped underfoot.

Robertsingtantaneoudy dove for his battle armor.

There was arapid series of jolts and heavy crashes. Something clattered on the deck, hissed, spun,
and bounced, in ablur of escaping mis.

Roberts heaved open the backplate.

Hammell and Morrissey, caught in the mist, sumbled toward the grav-lift, and werelost in swirling
grayness.

Roberts squirmed into the armor, his eyes shut, and holding his breath. But even though he was now
insde, so was acertain amount of gas. He staggered to hisfeet, swung shut the backplate, groped for the
emergency-breathing chin-lever, couldn't find it, and suddenly, despite himsdlf, his straining lungs sucked
inalittle breath of air that smelled swestish and strange.

Roberts thoughts vanished like startled fish. There was a gap when he was aware of nothing at al,
and then he was standing, stuporous and empty-minded, as there gppeared through the fog, from the
direction of the grav-lift, a heavily-armed figure wearing an armored suit with wide transparent faceplate,
flexible air hoselooped over the left shoulder, and spesking digphragm in the Side of the mouthpiece.

From somewhere down in the clearing, an amplified voice boomed ouit:

"YOU ARE UNDER ARREST! BY ORDER OF THE PLANETARY DEVELOPMENT
AUTHORITY, YOU MUST EVACUATE THESE SHIPSAND COME OUT DISARMED AND
WITH YOUR HANDS CLASPED BEHIND YOUR HEADS! YOU HAVE FIFTEEN SECONDS
TO COMPLY WITH THIS ORDER!"

A second armored figure loomed through the fog. The two figures bent, and carried Hammell and
Morrissey below.

A third figure camein, peered around, stepped forward, looked straight toward Roberts, and froze.

Another armored figure, and another, came in the grav-shaft, peered through the fog toward Roberts,
and suddenly stood motionless.

Roberts, aware of an urgent need to act, at the same time was unable to remember who or where he

was. All heredly knew wasthat he was standing till, breathing in air that smelled dightly less sweet at
every breath. Then, dimly, he caught thetail end of atrain of thought, struggled to hold it, sucked ina



great breath of ar, and in ablinding flash the Situation was clear to him.

Hefought off ahost of other thoughts and kept his mind riveted on that one thought that clarified the
whole stuation:

| am Vaughan, Duke of Trasimere, Prince Contestant to the Throne. This planet isthe
Earldom-Designate of Paradise. Its every inhabitant is rightly subject to my command, save only
Oggbad, the sorcerer.

That was straightforward.

Once Roberts knew who hewas, everything smplified itself wonderfully.

Alertly, he studied the armored figures edging toward him. The expressons of fear and awevishble
through their facepl ates suggested that they were not ill-intentioned. What had happened, then?

Inakindly voice, with the natural overturns of power and authority that followed from aknowledge
of who hewas, Roberts said quietly: "Kned to your liegelord."

The armored figures, wide-eyed, dropped to one knee.

Thistold Roberts that the men were not from off the planet, but from the city, and were acquainted
with what had happened on hislast visit, when the sorcerer Oggbad had escaped into the wilderness, and
the leaders and population of the city, after alittle unseemly wavering, had ralied to the true cause. Their

allegiance once pledged, and his power to reward and punish once established, they would not readily
turn againg him.

* % %

With atinge of regret and ahint of sternnessin hisvoice, Roberts said quietly, "What brings you
here?'

Nobody dared to speak, and now Roberts said, "I must have an answer. Rise. Was it Oggbad?

They sumbled to their feet. But till no one could bring himsdlf to spesk.

Roberts now noticed that the armored suits bore the words, " Citizens Defense Force.” One of the
armored suits bore the chevrons of a sergeant.

Roberts voice became sharper. "Before this evil can be destroyed, | must know its source. Let
whoever isof highest rank among you answer my questions. Did Oggbad send you here?"

The sergeant looked around, but there was no one elseto do it. He said, "No, your . . . your
highness. A manlandedina. .. ah... officid Planetary Development Authority ship, and announced
that we'd been tricked, and he was taking over the planet. Hehad anarmy of . . . ‘'administrators . . .
with him. They'redl over the Inner City. He givesthe orders. We didn't know you were here.”

"Thisfdlow isan outspacer?"

"He...ah—7?
"He does not belong to the Empire?”
IINO.II

"Then heisan outspacer and has no right here. Did thisfellow come with you?"

"Yes, he—"

"Isheinthisship?'

"He's outside, at the loudspeaker. There he goes now."”

The amplified voice boomed out:

"...AT ONCE, ORWE WILL DESTROY BOTH OF THESE SHIPSAND . . ."

Raoberts nodded. " Go below, and warn your companionsthat | shal be down to settle this shortly."
The men went out.

Roberts, breathing air that the suit had now cleared amost entirely of the fumes, was having more
and more trouble fighting off athrong of distracting thoughts that conflicted with his new-found clarity of



mind. He took afew moments to shove these thoughts out of his consciousness. There would betime
enough for dl that later. The main thing now was to take care of this officious usurper.

With this purpose clearly in mind, Roberts checked sword and gun, and stepped into the grav-shaft.

A throng of armored men moved back respectfully as Roberts walked to the cargo door to look
down into the clearing.

Below, some eighty to a hundred heavily armed men nervoudy ringed the patrol ship. Closer to the
patrol ship, redly-glowing fragments|lay like driftwood marking high water at abeach. Thelarger turrets
of the ship aimed straight ahead, asif disdaining such petty opponents, but the smaller turrets made little
adjustments that served as warnings to come no closer.

Hoodlights, mounted on dish-shaped grav-skimmers, lit the scene, which was given an inferno aspect
by athin mist blowing across the clearing from aring of generators around the edge. Through the upper
reaches of thismigt, hosts of bats with glistening teeth dove at the clearing, but then with desperate twists
and turnsflitted away again.

Between the patrol ship and the space yacht stood alittle cluster of figures beside aloudspeaker
amed at the patrol ship. One of these armored men spoke into a microphone, and his words boomed
out:

"...AND | REPEAT—YOU WILL SURRENDER AT ONCE OR BE DECLARED
OUTLAWS, SUBJECT TOATTACK ON SIGHT, FORFEITURE OF ALL PROPERTY AND
ASSETS, AND DENIAL OF RIGHT OF ENTRY AT ALL CIVILIZED..."

Histone of voice spoke of close familiarity with rules and regulations, accompanied by adim
understanding of human nature. It cameto Roberts that even if the fellow had any power over him, his
conclusion would be the same:

Better dead than that man's prisoner.

The loudspeaker was now blaring the words:

" ... THEREFORE, BY THEAUTHORITY VESTED IN ME, | HEREBY .. ."

Roberts suddenly had enough. The suit amplified hiswordsinto avoice of thunder:

"MASTER OF THE ORDNANCE! SILENCE THAT DOG!"

From the patrol ship, abright line of light reached out to the loudspeaker. Therewas a brief display
of sparks, then apleasant quiet.

Beside the loudspesker, the man with the microphone swung around. "Take that man prisoner!”

Robertsrested his hand on his sword hilt.

No one moved.

Roberts sudied the usurper coldly. "What faseilluson of power emboldensafool to chalengethe
true liege-lord of thisworld?’

The only sound was the murmur of wind and the hiss of the generators spaced around the clearing.
Then the armed men in the clearing were grinning at thelittle group by the loudspesker.

Theindividud in the center, firmly gripping the usdess microphone, spokein adetermined voice. "l
amP. W. Glinderen, Chief of Planet. Owing tothe. . . spectacular irregularities. . . which have taken
place on this planet, the Planetary Development Authority has regressed the planet to pre-provisiona
gatus. | have duly and officialy been appointed Chief. Y ou are evidently the cause of theirregularities. |,
therefore, place you under arrest, and instruct you to strip yourself a once of al weapons and armor,
open this other ship to immediate ingpection, and ingtruct those within to come out at once, disarm
themselves, and surrender. If you carry out these instructions promptly, | believe | can endorse apleafor
clemency inyour case.”

Robertsreplied irritatedly: "No one can enforce hiswill where he lacks both right and power. The
rulers of thisworld haveyielded to me. Y our vaunted authority is elther fraudulent or void.”



P. W. Glinderen opened his mouth, shut it, and then spoke determinedly:
"In other words, you admit to planetary piracy? Y ou state that you have seized this planet by force?"

Roberts spoke asif to achild: "Isthe authority of lord over vassal based on force alone? Better to
die, than to yield to such aclaim, and better never to seize such a perilous alegiance. None need yield to
afoul or empty cause. Againgt such, there isthe apped to Heaven, which will grant victory or gpportion
vengeance."

P. W. Glinderen began to speak, looked thoughtful, and tried again:

"May | ak if your nameisnot—" he leaned over to another of his party, listened, nodded, and said,
"—Vaughan N. Roberts, and if not, what is your exact identity?"

The question caused Roberts amoment of uneasiness. But one who has lost hisidentity, and then
recovered it, is none too eager to let it go a second time. Roberts voice came out with anger and
conviction:

"To question another in this manner assumes a superiority dangerousto onewho is, infact, a
trespasser, without right or power, and with hislife in the hands of him he seeksto question. Y ou ask my
name. | am Vaughan, Duke of Trasmere. Seek you any further answers?’

The Planetary Development official stared at Roberts, then again gathered himsdlf to speak.
A loud ticking sounded from the patrol ship.

Someonein Glinderen's party looked around, then urgently grabbed Glinderen.

The patrol ship'sbig fuson cannon aimed directly & him.

Glinderen opened his mouth, and tried to speak, but was unable to get any words out.

Roberts turned to the men who had surrounded the patrol ship and were now gathered between the
patrol ship and the space yacht.

"Take thisman and hisfellows prisoner, and return them to the city. Give warning that | shall soon be
there to set straight whatever folly these people have brought about.”

The armored men below enthusiagtically seized Glinderen and his companions, and hustled them onto
the grav-skimmers. Then the men on the space yacht asked for orders, and Roberts sent them off with
the rest. The whole outfit roared away with impressive efficiency, taking prisoners, loudspeskers,
floodlights, and migt-generators with them.

Roberts, with the fedling of having satisfactorily completed an unpleasant task, turned to see Hammell
and Morrissey, holding pressure-bottles and masksto their faces, watching him wide-eyed.

At that ingtant, with the tenson rel axed and Roberts himsdlf off guard, suddenly the thoughts he'd
held off burst into consciousness.

Vaughan, Duke of Trasmere, Prince Contestant to the Throne, suddenly redlized with a shock what
was myth and whét redlity.

Morrissey held the mask away for amoment.
"Wasthat PDA Chief afake—I hope?!

Hammell added nervoudy, "The whole Space Force will come out on a planetary-piracy charge." He
sucked in afresh bregth through the mask. ™Y ou know that, don't you?"

Now Robertsknew it. Now that he had, in effect, chalenged the whole human-occupied universeto
war.

Then something more immediately urgent occurred to him.

"Once the fumes from the generators blow away, those gangbats will be down here, and no one
knowswhat else. Theyacht's hull isriddled. Y ou'd better bein the patrol ship beforeit'stoo late.”

For once, Hammell and Morrissey made no objection, but hastily followed him down the handholds
and across the clearing. The ingtant they were insde, Roberts dammed shut the hatch and locked it tight.



Now, he thought, he would have to answer some awvkward questions.

But aready, the two weapons lockers, that Roberts had been unable to open, were swinging wide.
Glittering suits of bettle armor traveled out on their dings.

"The new recruits," said the symbiotic computer, "will suit up at once, and return to the yacht to
gather necessary goods and equipment.”

Hammel and Morrissey stared at the two glittering suits of battle armor.
"New recruits?' said Morrissey.

Roberts said reassuringly, "Don't worry about that. That'sjust how it talks. But you'd better go aong
with it; otherwise you don't get any food or water, and the bunk stayslocked in place and you wind up
having to deep on the deck. But never mind that. We've got to get the want-generator over here anyway.
Not only could animals damageit, but conceivably somebody might get at it whilewe're awvay."

"Away?' sad Hammedl. "Where are we going?'

"Where do you think?" said Roberts. "There's only one place to straighten out this mess, and that's
thecity.”

Hammell and Morrissey got into the battle armor without aword. But they looked asif they were
doing agood ded of thinking.

Transferring the want-generator and spy screen to the patrol ship took the better part of two hours,
but things didn't stand gtill whilethey did it. At intervalsthey could hear, on the patrol's ship
communicator, the voice of Kelty, in charge of the city's roboid police; the voice of the redbearded
spokesman for the technicians; and the voice used by the planetary computer itself. On the other side
was a harsh demanding voice that wrung the facts from stammering humans and tonel ess computer, and
made it plain that everyone on the planet would obey hisliege-lord the Duke, or hisliege-lord the Duke
would smash the place into smoldering rubble.

Once the want-generator and spy screen were set up, the three men got out of their armor and
considered the restricted space in the patrol ship.

Standing near the hatch looking forward, the most prominent festure was the glistening
three-foot-thick cylinder that ran down the axis of the ship, creating a shimmer of reflections exactly
where anyone would naturally walk. Hammell and Morrissey had aready banged into it, and now moved
more warily. To theleft of this cylinder was the control seat and console, forward of which was ablank
wadll. Totheright of the cylinder, the space was now cluttered with the spy screen and want-generator,
while straight ahead the deck itsalf warped sharply upward over the missile bay.

Aft of where Roberts stood, everything was condtricted. Between the cylinder and the various drive
and fuel-storage units, there wasllittle but a set of claustrophobic crawl spaces so tight thet it was
necessary to exndeto getin.

Beside Roberts, however, was one of the patrol ship's better features. Whatever might be said about
other details, the final maddening touch—cramped degping arrangements—had been eft out. The bunks
were large and comfortable, and once in his bunk, aman could stretch out for afull night'srest. But there
was no denying, most of the ship lacked space.

Hammell and Morrissey, after looking around, glanced at each other, and then Hammell turned to
Robertsaccusingly.

"It'seven smdler on theingde than on the outsde.”

Roberts was listening to the symbiotic computer warn Kelty that Glinderen's party shouldn't be
alowed to use acommunicator. Robertsreplied absently. "It'sathick hull.”

"Maybe o, but . . . what's behind that?' Hammell pointed to the wall that took up the space in front
of the control console.

Robertsfrowned. "At first, | thought it was some kind of a storeroom. But I've never been ableto
find any way intoiit."



Hammell said, "That looks like the edge of adiding door, in front of the control console.”

"When you're at the controls during an attack, that door dides shut. If the ship out hereisholed, you
can dill function.”

Morrissey looked around. "What's under the deck here?"

Roberts bent, and heaved back a section. Underneath was a tangle of tubes, cables, and
fredy-curving pipes, of various sizes and colors, smoothly branching and reconnecting, some sinking out
of sght benesth the others, and the whole works set into a pinkish jelylike insulation or sedlant of some
kind. Asthey watched, atranducent pipe about the size of aman's forearm began to dilate. In a series of
waves of contraction and dilation, bal-like lumps of something with agolden glint traveled dong, to
vanish under the next section of deck.

Robertslowered the pandl, and glanced a Morrissey. "Any more questions?’

Morrissey scratched his head, but said nothing.

Hammell looked around in puzzlement. "This seemsto be pretty advanced.” He stepped forward and
glanced up through an opening overhead.

"Is there another deck up there?"

"No. That'sthe upper fuson turret.”

"What'sthat . . . ah. . . thing like awhed, with ahandle?'

"The handwhed for evating the gun.”

Hamméd blinked. Y ou am the gun by hand?"

"Theresamultiple control system. The gun can be operated by the battle computer or the symbiotic
computer, with no one on board. Or, you can operate it yourself from the control console. But if you
haveto, you can aso do it completdly by hand.”

"Which has precedence, the manua control, or the automatic?"

"So far asthe guns are concerned, | think the manua. Where the flying of the ship is concerned, the

computers can lock you out anytime. It's not that the manual controls are disconnected, or don't work,
but that they take a setting and you can't move them. If aman were strong enough, | don't know what

would happen.”

Morrissey said, "What about the communicator?”

"Same thing as the flying controls, except that if you're around, at least you know what's going on.
Y ou can hear what the symbiotic computer is saying. The computer can take off inthe ship, and unless
you happen to hear the dide and click of the levers and switches, you won't know what happened.”

Hammell looked around, and squinted at the bulkhead, or reinforced section of hull, or whatever it
was, in front of the control console.

"I'll bet that symbiotic computer isin there. It'sthelogical place. Y ou're on one Sde of the controls.
It'son the other.”

Morrissey shook hishead. "Too vulnerable. The same hit might knock out pilot and computer both.”
"Whereisit then?'
Morrissey pointed at the deck.

Hammell shook his head. "There's a symmetry about having it on the other side of the control
console. If it's heavily enough protected, that business about the same hit wouldn't count. And it would
makeit eeser to—"

Just then, Roberts heard the communicator say, " . . . Preparations had best be complete to receive
His Royd and Imperia Highness, the Duke VVaughan, a the Barons Council Hall within the quarter hour.
Y our own head will answer for it if aught traceable to you goeswrong. HisHighnessisin no sweet mood
after what happened here afew hoursago .. . ."



"O.K.," said Roberts. "Herewe go.”
Hammell and Morrissey, tied up in their argument, looked surprised.
"Wait aminute," said Hammell, "what are we going to do?"

Roberts pulled his battle armor out onits ding. "The only place we can straighten the mess out—or
even find out what's going on—isin the city. So, we haveto go to the city.”

"Y es, but what do we do there?'

"Weve got to smplify the Stuation. There are too many factions. It'slike trying to go somewhere
with haf adozen different pilots, each backing his own flight plan. Weve got to smplify it. The only way
| can seeisfor usto get control of the mgor factions oursalves."

Hammel shook his head. "That would have been fine—before Glinderen showed up. He's the Chief
of Planet.”

Robertsfrowned. "I don't think Glinderen, or anyone else who approaches this planet on aroutine
basis, can ever hope to straighten things out. | don't see any way to unite these factions unless we do it.”

Morrissey said, " Suppose we do unite the factions? Suppose we throw out Glinderen? Suppose we
end thisfighting? Suppose we scare off Maury and his fleet of commerce raiders? Suppose we even get
halfway started on the job of straightening out this place? Then what? P. W. Glinderen merely goes
off-planet, and signals his report to PDA Sector Headquarters, PDA Sector HQ then notifies Space
Force Sector HQ and the Colonization Council; Space Force Sector HQ saysit's overburdened and
calsfor reinforcements; that cal getsto Space Force GHQ at the same time as an urgent
recommendation from the Colonization Council; Space Force GHQ sends out the ordersfor areserve
fleet to come in here; meanwhile Glinderen brushes histeeth, takes a shower, didesin between the cool
sheets, and deepsthe deep of thejust; down here, so far as any court in the known universeis
concerned, we are planetary pirates. One fine day, the Space Force sets down, and we either give up or
get blasted into molten dag. Glinderen comes back down here, and methodically undoes everything
we've done, and putsit back together his way. Wherésthe gain?”

Hammell nodded. "That'swhat | mean.”
Roberts slently got into hisarmor, then glanced at the instrument pandl.

"Here's an example of what | mean. While we've been talking, the ship has taken off. We're amost
there”

Morrissey said urgently, "L ook, Glinderen has us on the horns of adilemma. If we don't give up, the
Space Forcekillsus. If we do give up, he imprisons us. | don't want to get gored. But if | haveto, I'll
pick the shorter horn.”

Roberts checked fusion gun and sword. "Y ou say the Space Force can finish us off. That's provided
Glinderen notifies them. What if he gets no chanceto do it? That horn breaks off."

Morrissey blinked, and, frowning, started getting into his armor; but Hammell looked worried.

"Let'snot get out of a false charge of piracy by carrying out actud piracy. Glinderenislawfully in
charge here”

A diding sound from the direction of the control console, and aquiet dteration in the tone of the
gravitors, told them that they were sarting down.

Roberts said quietly, "Y ou're overlooking something.”

Hammell said, with consderable strain in hisvoice, "1 don't know what. Glinderen's authority isred. |
dont liketo do it, but this has gone far enough. I'll have to go to Glinderen, and—"

The voice of the symbiotic computer said, "We are now landing at Paradise City." The voice added,
with therasp of adrill ingtructor, "If the recruit standing with one hand on hisarmor will kindly put it on,
this operation will proceed. If not, wewill carry out disciplinary action now, and the recruit will spend the
next five days aft cleaning out the maintenance tunnels.”



Roberts said, " That's what you've overlooked. Thisisan Interstellar Patrol ship. The Interstellar
Patrol isfamousfor itsjustice and incorruptibility. The symbiotic computer wouldn't even let the ship be
sold until it was satisfied the buyer had the right mora standards. Would it let usdo thisif we were doing

wrong?'
Even as he spoke, Roberts saw the flaw in his argument.
But Hammell, with an expression of profound relief, got into the battle armor.
The Barons Council Hall, near which the patrol ship landed, was floodlit and surrounded by roboid

police and heavily-armed members of the Citizens Defense Force. More roboid policerolled up to form
adoubleline, with narrow lane between, from the ship to the Council Hall.

The patrol ship promptly blew up the nearest roboid police, and blasted to bits those that tried to
take their place.

Roberts, coming out the hatch, decided that what looked fishy to the patrol ship looked fishy to him.
He drew his sword.

AsHamméel and Morrissey came out, he caled: "Be on your guard. Thishasalook I like not.”

Thetwo men, in glittering armor, whipped out their fusion guns.

Theroboid police eased atrifle further apart.

Roberts, studying the Citizens Defense Force, observed that no one was faced out, to guard the Site.
They weredl faced in.

Roberts strolled into the narrow lane between the roboid police. "Draw these lines apart!”

The roboid police backed up an inch.

With one violent blow of his sword, Roberts diced the nearest roboid policeman in half. He chopped
the next one gpart, hewed hisway through the third—

Suddenly there was room around him.

He strode between the lines toward the Council Hall, then abruptly cameto ahdt. Ahead and alittle
to hisleft, where he would have had to step if he had gone between the original lines, was what 1ooked
like arepaired placein the concrete.

Roberts drew hisfusion gun, aimed deliberately, and fired.

A geyser of flame roared up. Chunks of concrete shot skyward like the discharge of avolcano.

From the patrol ship, searing shafts of energy reached out. There wasasizzling multiple Crack! likea
dozen thunderbolts striking at once.

The roboid police were two lines of glowing wreckage.

Roberts jumped the smoking crater, and headed for the building. On the way, he shot down alarge

sgn that proclaimed, "Municipa Detention Center,” uncovering the more solidly anchored plague bearing
the words, "Barons Council Hall." Roberts kicked the fallen sign out of hisway, and opened the door.

At the near end of abig table, two men cameto their feet. They were Kdty, the lean, well-dressed
assistant chief of the planetary computer's roboid police, and the redbearded giant who was spokesman
for thetechnicians. At thefoot of thetable sat P. W. Glinderen, and to hisright aknowing cynica
individua who looked a Roberts with asmirk. Besde thisindividua was a bored-looking man with
broad shoulders and a detectable bulge in hisarmpit. To Glinderen's left were seated severa
neetly-dressed smooth-shaven men who apparently were administrators of some kind.

Roberts stepped to the empty place at the head of the table, and pulled out the chair.

Hammell and Morrissey took their placesto Roberts right, but as he remained standing, they, too,
dayed on their feet. At thefar end, Glinderen and the officiasto hisleft methodicaly glanced over
papers, while to Glinderen's right, the shrewd-looking individua eyed Roberts, Hammell and Morrissey
with aknowing smile.

Hammell'svoice remarked, "Y our Grace, | like not the air of thisrabble at the foot of thetable. They



should stand till you are seated.”
Glinderen looked up.

"You are a the foot of the table. And let me warn you, before you try any theetrica display, thet |
have notified the Space Force, and the three of you will bein prison before the week isout.” Hisvoice
changed to awhiplike crack. "Now, st down."

Roberts, aware of the orders he had earlier heard the symbiotic computer give, knew that Glinderen
was not to have been alowed the use of acommunicator.

Roberts glanced at Kdlty. "Isthistrue?

Kety nodded unhappily. "1 tried to stop him. But Glinderen convinced the planetary computer, and it
blocked me."

Roberts said coldly, "Then thismeanswar. Their so-called Space Forceisin the asteroid belt. If it
attemptsto interfere with thisworld, | shall summon the battle fleets of the Empire.”

At the other end of thetable, the crafty individua to Glinderen'sright laughed silently.
As Roberts contemplated this low point in his plans, Hammell's voice reached him:

"Your Grace, | know that these outspacers have customs different from ours. But their bearing isan
insult. Not aoneto Trasmere and the Empire, but to Maafont and Greme aswell.”

Robertslooked at theindividuas at the far end of the table. Glinderen and his officialswere ignoring
everyone dse. To Glinderen'sright, the crafty individua sat back and grinned, whileto his right, the tough
was studying Hammell asif he were a peculiar kind of insect. No one a the far end of the table was
taking Roberts and his party serioudy. Moreover, they now controlled the planetary computer, and they
had aready called the Space Force.

Hammél's voice was courteous but firm:

"I know, Y our Grace, of your desireto avoid conflict with the outspacers while our own struggles are
yet unsettled. Nevertheless, Y our Grace, | respectfully cdl to your attention that thisworld isyours, and
that | am your guest uponit.”

The shrewd individua rocked back in his chair, grinning.

Roberts said politdy, "If the gentlemen to Mr. Glinderen'sright belongsto Mr. Glinderen's party, |
trust that Mr. Glinderen will call him to order while thereisyet timefor Mr. Glinderento cdl himto
order."

Glinderen glanced up, frowning. "Mr. Peenisacommercia representative for Krojac Enterprises. He
isentirdy—"

"l see" said Roberts.

Mr. Peen went into afresh fit of slent laughter.

Through no valition of hisown, the fusion gun jumped to Roberts hand. A dazzling lance of energy
reached acrossthe table.

Glinderen and his aides sprang to their feet as Peen went over backwards.

Roberts heard his own voice say coolly, "1 gpologize to their Graces of Madafont and Greme for this
incivility."

Hammell'svoice sad, "The stain iswiped away, Y our Grace."

Morrissey's voice added coolly, "Say no more of it, Y our Grace. However, that other fellow, also to
theright of Glinderen, hath alook which | care not for."

Roberts voiceinquired politely, "That second gentleman, Mr. Glinderen, is of your party?'
Glinderen said, "No, no! HEsMr. Peen's—"

Crack!

The second gentleman, springing to his feet and yanking a short-barrel ed weapon from hisarmpit,



collgpsed on thefloor.
Roberts voice said coally, "I gpologize to His Grace of Maafont, for this unpleasantness.”
Morrissey's voice said cheerfully, "The unpleasantnessis transmuted to pleasure, Y our Grace."

Asamatter of fact, the sudden departure of the grinning pair was ardief to Roberts. But the way
they had departed was something el se again. To see whether he now had control, or whether the battle
armor was just going to operate on its own from now on, Roberts said experimentally, "L et usbe
Seated.”

The words were dutifully reproduced by the armor. He sat down, and Hammell, Morrissey, Kelty,
and the redbearded giant, smiling cheerfully, followed hisexample.

At thefar end of the table, Glinderen stared from the pair on the floor to Roberts.
"Thisismurder!"

Roberts wasinclined to think Glinderen had a point. But, before he could open his mouth, aduplicate
of hisvoice said coldly, "Had they been of your party, Mr. Glinderen, they might yet be dive, but you
might not. The great houses of the Empire are not filled by hereditary lackwits or degenerate scionsforty
generations removed from greatness. Neither are they filled by those of such eager humility that they may
at will be trodden underfoot by ratsin human form. He who insults a Great Lord of the Empire, Mr.
Glinderen, lives a the mercy of that Great Lord, out of religious motives, or asan exercisein
self-command, not out of an innate right to insult his betters. Y ou, Mr. Glinderen, are yoursdlf deeply in
my debt, and in the debt of their Graces of Maafont and Greme. Thusfar | have used againgt you less
than my full strength, out of recognition that you believe you do right. Thisis past. Onewrong moveon
your part, and you go the way of the two on the floor. Seat yourself and let your men seat themsealves.

L et them keep slent, on peril of their lives. Let you answer my questions and ask none of your own.
Y our actions have dready strung the bow of patience so tight that just alittle more will bresk it."

Glinderen sat down, wide-eyed. His subordinates swallowed, sat down, and kept their mouths shut.

* % %

Roberts waited an ingtant, but the battle armor had apparently said al it—or the symbiotic computer
gpesking through it—intended to say. It was up to Robertsto fill the growing uncomfortable silence.

Robertsleaned forward. "Where isthe Baron of the Outer City, Mr. Glinderen?”
Glinderen swalowed hard. "He was carrying on abruta policy. —deposed him. Heisin prison.”
Roberts glanced at Kdty. "Isthistrue?’

Kdty sad, "From Glinderen's viewpoint, it'strue. There was alot of bloodshed in the Outer
City—mostly in the attempt to straighten the place out in ahurry. | didn't have any authority there any
more. Theroboid police couldn't go in. That meant order had to be kept some other way. The way it
was being kept was rough, dl right. The generd ideawasthat the first time a man was caught stedling, for
ingtance, they beat him up. The second time, helost ahand. Thethird time, they killed him. That was
pretty tough, but it was creating a sense of property rights. Without that, they couldn't get anywhere,
because if someone did do agood job, and got rewarded for it, the reward could be robbed or stolen
anytime, o it was meaningless. Well, it was working, and then Mr. Glinderen came down, and convinced
the computer, which placed the roboid police at his command, and the next time the Baron of the Outer
City camein here, Glinderen imprisoned him. Glinderen then tried to take over dl the rest of the city with
the roboid police, but by now it was too tough a proposition. Then hetried to pacify the populace by
being very lenient. In the process, crime skyrocketed. We have crimes now that we never dreamed of
before.”

At the other end of the table, Glinderen was beginning to show an impatient urge to spesk.
Roberts ddiberately laid hisfusion gun on the table, the muzzle pointed at Glinderen.

The planetary administrator stopped fidgeting.

Roberts said to Kelty, "Release the Baron. Have him brought up here, with al the respect due his



rank and duty.”

"l don't know if the computer will cooperate.”

"The computer will cooperate—or ceaseto exist.”

Kelty got up, and left the room.

Robertslooked at Glinderen. "What was Mr. Peen's business here?"

"Hewasa. ..commercia representative for Krojac Enterprises.”

"Why was he here?

"To arrange for an emergency repair and salvage facility here. A new colonization routeisbeing
established. Thiswill mean asizable flow of traffic past this solar system. Krojac Enterprisesis contractor
for arest-and-refit center farther aong the route, and naturally they want to increase their business. The
traffic past here should be sufficiently large that arepair-and-salvage facility would serve a useful
purpose, and be profitable.”

Roberts sat back. Suddenly the reason for the gathering of commerce raiderswas clear. The looting
of acolonization convoy offered enormous profitsin captured ships.

He said, "Do these colonization routes of yours suffer from the attacks of brigands?'

Glinderen nodded. "Occasondly. These are usudly very brutd affairs. Why do you—" He paused,
looking a the fuson gun.

Roberts said easily, "This explains why your Space Force should set up awatch in the asteroid belt
of thissun. It isa convenient place to protect againgt such attacks."

Glinderen'sface cleared. "Yes" he said.
Just then, the door opened, and Kelty camein. "The computer has released him. He's on the way

up.
"Good." Roberts glanced back at Glinderen. "Now, Mr. Glinderen, | am curious to know how you
could seek to wrest aworld of mine from my grip without fear of what would follow. | aso wonder at

your effort to name me as someone other than Vaughan of Trasmere. | want ashort clear rendering, and
it had best be courteous.”

Glinderen's face took on thelook of one asked, in al seriousness, why he thinks planets are curved
and not flat.

"Well—" said Glinderen, hisvoice betraying his emotions, and then he glanced a the gun lying on the
table. He started over again, in the voice of one humoring adangerous lunatic: "Your ... er ... Grace
may be avare—"

Hammell said, with aflat notein hisvoice, "None of lesser rank and station may so addressHis
Royd and Imperid Highness. From you, though you intend it not, thisisafamiliarity.”

Morrissey added, lessgracioudy, "A complete foreigner, unfamiliar with the proper code, had best
avoid such bungling meticulosity—Ilest he put hisfoot in the wrong place and be dead before he know it."

Roberts said courteoudly, "Thereis no need, Mr. Glinderen, to try to speak as one who belongsto
the Empire. Just answer the question in plain words."

Glinderen was now perspiring fredly. "Yes" hesad. "Firs, | never heard of this Empire before.
Second, therewas an . . . an incredible reference to a certain '‘Oggbad the Wizard.' Third, you and your
men invariably appeared in battle armor of atypethat offerslittle view of the face; thiswasan obvious. .
.a...ah...gpparent attempt at disguise. Fourth, only two of your ships ever appear at close range.
That suggests that there are no more. Fifth, Vaughan N. Roberts and a number of companionswere on
this planet some time ago, and the records show that very strange things happened at that time aso.

"It seemed to me that the conclusion was perfectly clear. To disproveit, you have only to remove
your armor, one a atimeif you wish, and show that your appearanceis not that of the people who were
on this planet before, and who were known to Mr. Kety and others here. Also, if you will bringin, to



closerange, somemore shipsof your ... ah. .. Imperia Fleet—it might do agood ded to convince
me. That such an Empire should exist, and be unknown, seemsto mefrankly incredible.”

Glinderen snapped hisjaw shut and sat silent, trembling dightly. Roberts studied him, well aware that
Glinderen had, in afew well-chosen words, exposed the whole masquerade. Kelty and the red-bearded
technician were glancing at Roberts, asif to try to read his conceded facial expression. At the door, the
Great Leader, the fanatic known asthe Baron of the Outer City, stood listening attentively. If these
people should be persuaded by Glinderen, Roberts only support would be the patrol ship's weapons.

To Roberts right, Morrissey shoved his chair back. "Thisfellow hath atongue that—"
Roberts put hishand on Morrissey'sarm. "It istrue he is frank-spoken, but it isat my request.”

Morrissey settled reluctantly into his seat. Robertslooked at Glinderen. "First, you say you never
heard of the Empire. Spaceislarge, Mr. Glinderen. The Empire knows of the outspace worlds, if the
outspace worlds know not of it. This planet isout of our way. We would never have come here save for
an attempt on the part of Oggbad to seize the throne by intrigue and the use of hismagica powers. That
you know not of such thingsis proof of your ignorance, nothing more. Possibly you suppose that Oggbad
isaharmlessfdlow, who with vacant mind recites some empty formula, tracesawandering Sgnintheair,
and with palsed hand shakes awand the while he gibbers hisinsanity at the yawning moon. If so, you
judge not by the thing itself, but by your image of the thing. Y ou hear the echo of adistant explosion, and
smilethat people feared it where it tore the earth open. Y ou charge us that we do not expose our
persons and faces, and yet Oggbad with al his powersison thisworld! What would you have us do,
hand ourselves over to him bound and gagged?

"Y ou say that only two of our ships have appeared at close range, and it would perhaps convince
you if there were more of them here. | have but to give the word, and this planet is ringed with them. But
to bring them to the surface of thisworld were a source of grave danger. How, then, could we know that
Oggbad, using artsthat are the none lessreal for your disbelief, had not escaped aboard one of these
ships? With Oggbad, one must keep afirm grip, lest aseeming illusion turn out redl, and what was
thought redlity dissolveinto mist. Next, you say aman with aname like mine passed thisway before, and
strange thingstook place. That this should convince you isnot odd. My wonderment is greater yet, asl
see here the design of Oggbad, forehanded to prepare atrap for the future, if it be needed.

"What you know not, Mr. Glinderen, isthat at thistime, the mere rumor of the escape of Oggbad
would work greet evil inthe Empire. At thismoment, the Electors are met in solemn conclave to weigh
the might and worth of the contestants to the throne. None of the contestants may remain on hand, lest by
threat or subtle blandishments they seek to weight the scales of judgment. All areretired from thelists,
someto prepare their minds for the outcome, othersto repair the neglect of their domains occasioned by
the struggle for primacy. Just so am | here. But if word were now given that Oggbad were loose, no one
knew just where, who could trust the ddliberations of the Electors? Who would accept their decision,
and who claim that the influence of Oggbad had weighed invisibly in the balance? The trouble we have
had from this sorcerer beggars aman's powers of recollection. To risk that he be let l[ooseon usagainis
too much. Only &fter the Electors choice is made dare we think to risk it. His power for mischief shrinks
once the choice is made. Then the Empire draws together, no longer split, but one solid whole.”

Roberts paused, noting that Kelty, the redbearded technician, and even the fanatica leader of the
Outer City, were dl nodding with the satisfied expressions of those who hear their leader successfully
defeat an attack that threatens them aswell ashim.

What surprised Roberts was the wavering expression on the face of Glinderen.
"Yes," sad Glinderen, wonderingly, "this certainly does answer many of my objections. However—"

Roberts spoke very gently, "Remember, Mr. Glinderen, | am not on trid here. Have acare. Where |
have explained to you, many would have said, 'The actions of this outspace dog, and the wreck he has
made, offend me. Dismember the fool.™

To Roberts right, Hammell sarted, like one whose attention has wandered.



"Your Grace?' He glanced from Robertsto Glinderen, and therewas aclick ashe gripped his
sword.

"Not yet," said Roberts. "It was only athought.”

"Y our Grace has but to give the word—"

"I know, but it isnot yet given." Roberts glanced at the redbearded technician. "Aswetak here, has
Glinderen some hidden device to record our actions?’

"Not Glinderen, but that pair on the floor are wired from head to foot."

"We may wish to speek privately later. Let ustake care of thisnow."

Thetechnician caled in some guards, who carried the bodies outside.

Roberts, considering what to do next, now heard a perfect reproduction of hisvoice say camly,
"This businessis about complete. The authority of Glinderen hereis at an end. The laws he has enacted
exist now on the sufferance of you, my barons, who may do as you wish to right the damage as quickly
aspossible. | like not what | have heard here. Thisfellow Glinderen could not doubt Oggbad if Oggbad
had acted full-force againgt him. Has Oggbad been quiet of late?"

Kelty nodded. "No attempt to break through since Glinderen has been here.”

Roberts settled back to let the armor do the work—whereupon the armor quit talking.

Roberts said, "By holding back, Oggbad recuperates his strength, convinces Glinderen thetales of his
prowess are naught but wild imaginings, and alows Glinderen free reign to turn our arrangementsinto
chaos at no cost to Oggbad. The next move may be an attack by Oggbad in full strength. Arewe
prepared?’

Kty said, "If the Baron of the Outer City will take over control of histerritory, | can put back inline
all theroboids we've pulled in to keep order."

The Baron nodded. "O.K. Provided you ddliver to methat lot of specia prisoners, and let go
everybody jailed under the no-defense law.”

"Done," said Kelty. He glanced at Roberts. "Well have afar stronger setup than we had when
Oggbad made that first big attack. | doubt that asimilar attack would get by the walls, except for some
cominginby ar."

"Unfortunately,” said Roberts, "Oggbad is not likely to atack the same way a second time. What if
he ravages the crops?'

Kdty hestated. "We have gas generators, an airborne corps of the defense force, and afew very fast
gas-laying vehicles. We'd have more but our production program was cut back by Glinderen.”

Roberts turned to the redbearded technician.

"How isyour production of specid devices?'

"Derailed. Were back on the old maintenance routine. Somebody in KQL block smashesalight
bulb, so we put in another one, and he smashes that, and so on, until everyone who fedlslike smashing a
light bulb gets bored, and they decideto let us put one there. It's PDA order that al kinds of stuff must
be maintained. Well, you can see what level we're operating on.”

Kdty sad, "But the best of it isthat whoever gets caught gets his picture and an account of his
exploitsin the Paradise Star . Some PDA administrator claimsthis 'gives the offender a sense of identity
and beingness.' The lack of that was supposed to be the cause of the trouble, so thisisto cureit.” Kelty
glanced at the technician. "Did you bring that—"

The redbearded giant smiled ironicaly, and handed over afolded glossy sheet, which Kelty opened
out and turned around. "Y es, here we are. We wanted you to see this." He handed the sheet to Roberts.

Roberts flattened the sheet on the table. It was nicely printed, with the words " Paradise Star” in large
flowing letters at the top, over the picture of asmall angel carrying aharp and flying toward a stylized
gtar. Under thiswas a banner headline:



DULGER SLAYS SIXTEEN!

LRP Block. Citizen Surl Dulger today killed sixteen women and children using as weapon aknife he
made from aNew Venusian wine bottle that he stole himsaif.

Asked if hedid not fedl sorry for the victims, Surl Dulger said, "They had it coming.” When officers asked
what they had done to have it coming, Dulger replied: "Grermer only got fifteen. Thisisarecord, right?|
got therecord?’

Officers assured him that indeed he had.

Thisisanew homicida record for LRP block. Surl Dulger, the new record holder, was born in aneat
white room in the Heavenly Bliss Hospital just seventeen short years ago. Strange to say, seventeenis
just one more than the number of women and children Dulger dew thismorning.

Whether he. ..

* * %

Robertslooked up. "What manner of jokeisthis?'
"Oh," said Kdty, "that'sno joke. That's news. That paper isturned out by the millions of copies.

Thetechnician said, "Right this minute, we've got between six and seven hundred of these guys
undergoing rehabilitation downgtairs, and we've got sixty more second-guesting after making new
records.”

Kelty nodded, "And at the present rate, it won't be long before they're coming around the third time.
What gets meisthat we haveto arrest citizensif they try to defend themsaves. If you protect yoursdlf,
you're denying the murderer his'right to an identity,' and only atrained psychologist is competent to
decide whether thiswill interfere with the murderer's|ater trestment.”

Robertslooked a Glinderen. "Thiswas your ides?"

"No," said Glinderen. "It was recommended by my Chief of Psychology.”

"But you approved it?'

"| lack the specialized knowledge to evauate the program. Therefore it received automatic approva..”
"Wheresyour Chief of Psychology?'

"Probably in hisoffice. | can—"

"Did you have any doubts about this procedure?’

"Wl . . . | asked some questions. | was reassured, however, that thiswas a valuable therapeutic

The technician nodded. "I happened to be watching that conversation on the survelllance screen. That
was before Glinderen ordered usto stop using the surveillance system. What happened was that the
psychology chief said this method would 'create a sense of real importance and meaningful existence in
the crimind. Glinderen hesitantly asked, 'What about the victims? The psychology chief sad,
‘Unfortunatdly, they are dead, and we can do nothing for them. Our duty isto rehabilitate theliving.
Glinderen nodded, and that wasit."

Hammel growled, "If I might have directionswhere to find this Chief of Psychology—"

"No," said Roberts, "that's too good for him." Roberts glanced at the fanatical leader of the Outer
City. "Baron, have you consdered this problem?’

"Yes, but | can't think of anything dow enough.”

"Hm-m-m," said Roberts, forgetting he wasin armor, and absently putting thumb and forefinger to the
faceplate of the suit. "There must be some—"

Glinderen sad, "HeisaPDA—"

"But," said Roberts, "if he should volunteer to take up residence in Paradise—in order to give the



planet the benefit of hisvast experience—"

The Baron of the Outer City nodded agreeably. Kelty smiled. The redbearded giant absently flexed
hislarge muscular hands.

"If he should volunteer,” said Roberts, "then perhaps the best place for his serviceswould bein
whatever block has the most vigorous competition for anew homicide record. Possibly he can contribute
to 'asense of real importance and meaningful existence in someonethere.”

"Yes," said the Baron of the Outer City, with abeautiful smile.

Glinderen burst out, "Wheat if he should be killed?"

Roberts said regretfully, "Unfortunately, he would then be dead, and we could do nothing for him.
Our duty isto rehabilitate theliving.”

Glinderen nodded, blinked, and stared at the wall.

Robertssaid, "Then that istaken care of. Gentlemen, these matters must be settled, but the longer
we dwell on them, the greater the danger that Oggbad may make some determined move—"

Kety said suddenly, "If he'sill here. | don't know why | didn't think of this. Glinderen's PDA ships
have come down here and taken off again. He could have snesked away on any of them.”

Everyone looked a Roberts. Once again, the whole structure of his argument threatened to collapse.

Roberts thought fast, then shrugged. " Outspace ships. Y es, he could leave the planet, but what then?
Oggbad's ambition isto seize the throne of the Empire. Luckily, to passfrom here to the Empire requires
specia navigating devices which outspace ships lack, and which Oggbad himsdlf does not understand
and cannot build. Hisown ship, he haslogt. Y€, if he escapes, it must be on aship of the Empire, with
such anavigating device ingaled, unless Oggbad wishesto carve out anew domain in the outspace
redms. If so, why, wearewell rid of him. | believe heishere.”

Once again, everyone looked convinced. Roberts himself felt convinced. Oggbad and the Empire
were taking on such redlity that Roberts had to remind himself to do nothing that would commit him to
produce proof.

Noticing this, Roberts felt a sudden suspicion. But there was no time to check on that. He turned to
Glinderen. "If you are given the opportunity to leave this planet, how long will it take you?'

"Several weeks, to get everything in order.”

"You may aswdl sart now."

Glinderen and his party obediently |eft the room.

"Now, gentlemen," said Roberts, “there remains one problem. Glinderen has called for help from the
outspace fleets. Of course, the Imperid battle fleets'—Roberts found himsdf believing thisashe said
it—"will defend the planet, but thereis till the problem that our ships dare not come so close that
Oggbad can use his powers upon them. This means that close defense must be handled by the city itself.”
Roberts glanced at the redbearded technician. "We need multiple rapid-fire guns and missile launchers.
Have you plansfor them, and can you make them?"'

The technician nodded. "We were working on those, as a defense against Oggbad, when Mr.
Glinderen landed. With this maintenance headache off our necks, we can get back to it.”

"Good," said Roberts. "The city must quickly be put in order, and its defenses made strong.”

Histhree principal human lieutenants expressed eagerness to get to work, and the planetary
computer made no objection, so Roberts stood up, and everyone e se at the table followed suit.

Just then, with the tricky meeting completed, with the mgor factions on the planet unified, and with
Glinderen safely sidetracked, the outside door opened up and, one-by-one, there walked in to the quiet
tap of adrum, six man-sized figuresin silver armor.

Roberts watched speechlesdy asthey approached. The armored figures themsalves he recognized as
the type of roboid the patrol ship had put forth once before. Where they came from in the cramped ship



was agood question. But even more pressing was the question why the patrol ship had chosen this
ingtant, when everything seemed momentarily straightened out, to tossin anew complication.

The six slver-armored figures, meanwhile, crossed the room, directly toward Roberts. Thefirgt, with
drawn sword, stopped to Roberts right. The second, stopped to hisleft. The third, with agolden tray,
halted directly before Roberts, and kneeled. The other three, heavily-armed, hated and stood guard.

Roberts did the obvious, lifted up alarge glittering jewd , took the sealed envelope lying underneath
on aslver cushion, and spent afew precious seconds futilely turning the envelope. The beattle armor,
strong enough to toss gigantic crestures around like kittens, had nothing corresponding to fingernalls.

Roberts exasperatedly tore off an end, worked the message out, and read past a set of figures, dates,
and code words, to the sentence;

... ELECTORS CHOSE THISDAY HISROYAL AND IMPERIAL HIGHNESS, VAUGHAN,
DUKE OF TRASIMERE AND EARL OF AURIZONT, TO BE KING AND EMPEROR. ..

What good this did, Roberts didn't know. But he was now stuck with it.

"The Electors have chosen," he said, and handed the paper to Hammell and Morrissey, who at once
dropped to one knee, heads bowed, to murmur, "Y our Mg esty—"

Curang inwardly, Roberts consdered the problem of Kelty, the technician, and the fanatica leader of
the Outer City. He held the message out to them, and said, "For theimmediate future, this changes
nothing. Oggbad in hisrage may il lash out. All preparations must go forward without delay. But"—his
voicetook on aharder tone—"the day of faction in the Empireis gone. Outsiders now interfere at their
peril. Tiscustomary to kned, my lords and gentlemen, asasign of fedty.” The three men, with varied
expressions, dropped to one knee.

Roberts considered how to quickly bring the thing to an end.

"Rise" hesaid, "we must be about our duties without delay. No one knows when Oggbad will
attack, or what the outspace vermin will do next. Good evening, gentlemen.”

With the silver-armored figures serving as guards, Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey left the hall.

Onceinside the ship, they watched the armored figures disappear through an opening forward of the
control console. Once the figures disappeared, the opening disappeared. The three men got out of their
armor, and looked at each other.

Hammdl said, "When theréstime—"

Morrissey nodded. "Well haveto go over thisship. Theresmoreto it than | redized.”

Robertslocked the hatch, and said, "What that business about the Electors did to improve things |
don't know. But we've got Glinderen off our necks, and the chief factions on the planet are now united.”

Hammell shoved hisarmor into the locker onitsding. "1 had my doubts in there whether we were
doing theright thing, but that business about Glinderen's Chief of Psychology did it for me. If we don't get
anything done here but to deliver that guy to the wolves, we've accomplished something.”

Morrissey shoved hisarmor into hislocker, and glanced at the spy screen. "The screen'sworking. |
don't like to say anything, but | |&ft the want-generator set for ‘desireto deep’ and it's now set for 'desire
to believe, to accept on faith.'"

"Standsto reason,” said Hammdl dryly. "Where'sit focused?"

"On the Barons Council Hall."

Roberts had aready put hisarmor away and now stripped and jabbed abutton in thewall. A
cramped shower cubicle popped open. "The only thing that bothers me," he said, "isthe Space Force
expedition headed for the planet. But there must be away to straighten that out, too—if we can just
work it out."



The following weeks went by like a pleasant interlude between hurricanes. Glinderen was too busy
getting ready to leave to make trouble. His Chief of Psychology, having made the mistake of walking
alone past the wrong doorway, "volunteered” to become acitizen of Paradise, and was now cozily
bedded down in the most murderous section of the city. Every authority in the city was working day and
night to prepare againg attack. Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey devoted most of their timeto the
want-generator and spy screen. By now, they had aformidable total of partly-trained soldiers who could
put up afight in fixed defenses. The Citizens Defense Force, and the fanatics of the Outer City, promised
far worse trouble for an invader. Theroboid police, so long as they were on solid footing, had the
advantages of gpeed, uncanny coordination, and an impressive lack of fear.

The city's technicians, meanwhile, relieved of endless maintenance, put back in shape dl the devices
they had hidden on the arrival of Glinderen. These devices, combined with the rapid-fire gunsthe
computer's automatic factories were now turning out, promised that the city would be ableto put up a
tough fight.

However, onelittle problem remained to be solved.

The day following the departure of Glinderen and his administrators, Hammell remarked, "So far, S0
good. Now, what do we do when the Space Force shows up?"

Morrissey suggested, "There's no love lost between the Space Force and the Planetary Devel opment
Adminigration. And Glinderen belongsto PDA. Can we make anything out of that?"

Roberts shook his head. "If we make PDA look slly, the Space Force will be secretly delighted. But
itsdtill their duty to physicaly back up Glinderen. Well be just as dead afterward, no matter how they
chortle a hisexpense.”

"Onething | wonder about,” said Morrissey, "iswhy you told Glinderen the Space Force had a
detachment in the asteroid belt?"

"Because Glinderen isamost sureto go straight to them. I'm eager to see what happens.”
"How will we see what happens?’

"When Maury and hisboys had usin their gravitor beam, they sent up some fishnet pickupsto listen
in on any tight-beam messages passed between our ships. The symbiotic computer planted parasite
circuitsin the fishnet pickups. Those pickups are expensive. They've long since been pulled back in, and
stored where Maury can see that no subordinate appropriates them. Many of the parasite
circuits—which outwardly are little more than dectricdly-charged dust particles—have floated off into
the atmosphere of Maury's base, to stick to walls and viewports, and get carried out to other placeson
peoples clothing. Every time Maury checks his pickups, more parasite circuits float out. Each of these
circuitswill relay sgnasfrom other circuits. And on the way from the asteroid belt to the planet, here, the
patrol ship sowed micrordaysat intervalsto pass along the sgnals. That's how well know what
happens.”

Later that day, Glinderen's ships arrived off the asteroid belt, and were stopped by the two-day
wonder. Glinderen immediately reported the Situation on Paradise. The two-day wonder got hold of
Maury. Maury appeared, dressed as agenera, speedily dug out al the information he wanted, and gave
ordersto let Glinderen proceed. Glinderen refused, and demanded action.

The two-day wonder now exhausted his stock of military posestrying to get Glinderen to move on.
Glinderen angrily accused the two-day wonder of trying to evade his respongbilities, and threatened to
report him to Sector Headquarters. The two-day wonder called Maury. Maury, determined not to
saddle himsdlf with a horde of administrators who were worthless for ransom, but sureto bringon a
crusadeif hekilled them, promised immediate action, and sent some foll owers disguised as Space Force
men, who methodically smashed the infuriated Glinderen's tranamitters, but otherwise |eft the ships

undamaged.

Having got rid of Glinderen, Maury remarked to one of his chief lieutenants, "The more | hear of it
the better this Empire looks."



"Tricky stuff to fool with," said hislieutenant uneesily.

Robertslistened dertly.

"Yes," sad Maury, "but they'd ransom that king."

"Get our head inading if—" Maury's lieutenant paused. "Buit if they made trouble, weld kill theking,
right?'

"Right. And he's down there with just two ships. Get the latest on that convoy. It'saready had a
five-day ddlay at R& R X1I-C. If we stick around waiting for it, well be here when the Space Force
comesthrough after thisking. If we grab himfirg, thenif he'sreal, we get the ransom. If he'sfake, we
take over hisracket, whatever itis."

Hammell said shakily, "Boy, that'sdl we need.”

Morrissey, at the want-generator, said "Now what?'

"Maury," ssid Hamméll, "is coming down here with hisfleet of commerce raidersto grab ‘the king' for
ransom."

Roberts smiled the smile of the angler when the fish takes the worm. "Y es, and that givesusour
chance.”

"How?' demanded Hammell. "Maury may not be as tough as the Space Force, but he's next best.”

"Yes, but if thispreliminary bout with Maury turns out right, maybe the main event with the Space
Force will get canceled.”

"How do you figure that?'

"If we aren't here, there isn't much the Space Force can do to us.”

"Meaning, if werunfor it—"

"No. In that case, the Stuation is open-and-shut. We're guilty, and our story isafake.”

"Then, how—"

"If we disappear—If Maury is seen to capture us—"

"Then Maury'sgot usl How doesthat help?'

" Suppose the sequence of events goeslikethis: Maury attacks. After atiff fight, heisseento haul us
into his ship on agravitor beam. Heleaves. The Space Force arrives. Beforehand, naturally, weve
destroyed any identifying marks on the yacht. All the Space Force hasto go onisthat Maury swallowed
us up, and then Maury vanished. Now, on that bas's, who can prove anything about anything?'

Morrissey was nodding enthusiasticaly. "It's not fool proof, of course, but—"

"Not foolproof!" said Hammell. "Y e gods! Look, Maury captures us and then disappears. How do
we get away from Maury?'

Robertssad irritatedly, "Obvioudy, he never captured usin thefirst place.”

"Youjust said—"

"Heis seen to haul our ship in on agravitor beam. That's how it looks. Our ship disappearsinto his
larger ship, and his ship, and hisfleet, then leave. That'sthe appearance. But what actudly happensis
we capture him."

Hammell's eyes widened.

"Weuse our gravitor beam,” said Roberts, "and oncein Maury's ship, you and | get out, in bettle
armor, while Morrissey beams 'desire for peace’ at Maury and his crew. Well be drugged againgt the
effect of the want-generator. We put it to Maury, do aswe say or else. Then, if necessary, Morrissey
beams 'desire to obey' at the rest of Maury'sfleet as Maury ordersthem to leave. Bear in mind, Maury is
out to capture us. Hewon' attack to kill."

"Hm-m-m," said Hammell. "That does seem to provide a naturd explanation for everything. What
Maury thinks, of course, won't match what everyone e se thinks—but he won't be in any position to do



anything about that.”

Morrissey nodded. "It'srisky. But it does give usachance.”

"I'mfor it," ssid Hammell.

"Now," said Roberts, "it'sjust aquestion of working out the important details—"

Maury's commerce raiders came out of the asteroid belt like no Space Force fleet ever flown, each
separate chief keeping his own ships of whatever size and classtogether.

The two-day wonder went to work at once:

"By order Space Force Sector H.Q., Lieutenant Genera Bryan L. Bender Commanding, this Force
isdirected to proceed to the planet Boschock 11, and there establish formal relations with the
representatives of the politica entity known as The Empire.”

The patrol ship was prompt to reply: "By command of His Roya and Imperia Mgesty, Vaughan the
Firgt, surnamed The Terrible, this planet isinviolate soil, bounden into the fiefdom of HisMgesty as
Duke of Trasmere, and thereby into the Empire. Y ou enter here a your own instant and deadly peril "

The two-day wonder lifted his chin heroicaly: "The Space Force hasits orders. We can do no less
than our duty.”

The patrol ship headed directly for the onrushing flet.

Hammell uneasily watched the battle screen. "That'salot of ships.”

"Yes," said Roberts, "but dead kings don't bring much ransom.”

Maury'sfleet closed in, and anew, more oily voice spoke up: "Certainly we of the Space Force do
not have the dightest desire to do any harm to the most sacred person of your king. We are prepared to
do whatever we can to accommodate these differences and smooth relations between our separate
nations and viewpoints. We suggest that ameeting be held immediately following the landing—"

Thepairol ship interrupted: "Following the landing, nothing will remain for you but penancein hell.”

In quick succession, two gravitor beams reached out to grip the patrol ship.

In ingtantaneous reply, dazzling shafts of energy reached out from the patrol ship, to leave bright
explosonsin the distance.

An"agteroid" towed by two massive high-thrust ships, was now cut loose, and reached out with a
narrow penetrating beam aimed at the patrol ship's reaction-drive nozzles.

The patrol ship deflected that, and two searing bolts of energy struck the massive asteroid, which
was not visbly affected. There was afaint rumble as a missile dropped free from the patrol ship. There
was another rumble, and another.

More of Maury's ships methodically lanced out with fusion beams aimed at the reaction-drive
nozzles. While the patrol ship could frustrate each attempt, the response was taken account of in the next
try, theindividual blowswoven together to create anet in which the patrol ship's efforts grew rapidly
more congtricted. Thiswas happening so fast that to Robertsit appeared to be ablur of dazzling lineson

the battle screen, leading to one obvious result, until suddenly the patrol ship was caught, its own fuson
beams deflected harmlessy by the combined space-distorters of the commerce raiders—

—And then, in rgpid succession, dazzling burgts of light sheared an enormous chunk from the
agteroid, while others knocked out four of Maury's ships.

Roberts blinked.
The patrol ship's missiles had somehow gotten through, completely undetected.

The auxiliary screen, il transmitting the scene in Maury's headquarters on an ultrafast rebuilt cruiser,
showed the commerce raiders consternation. But then the patrol ship swerved crazily, and sverved
again.

"Got it!" growled Maury, mopping his brow.



From the patrol ship, fusion boltslanced out in al directions, striking two of Maury's ships apparently
by sheer chance. A missile blew up short of the mark, shot-holing another of his shipswith flying bitsand
fragments.

Cursaing, Maury's gunners reported that neither they nor their battle computers could keep up with the
patrol ship's movements. They couldn't predict whether ahit would be crippling or deadly.

"Aimtomiss" snarled Maury. "Aslong asthey don't know were doing it, it won't matter.”

Firing furioudy, with an inferno of attack around it, the patrol ship withdrew toward Paradise, spun
down through the atmaosphere, and by aremarkable last-minute fegt of piloting, set downinonly a
moderately hard landing outside the Barons Council Hall.

A roboid policeman immediately rushed out, to guard the ship. From al directionsin the Inner City,
roboid police began racing to the scene.

"O.K.," sad Maury. "Lay smoke."

A series of missiles stresked through the atmosphere, landed within several hundred yards of the
downed patrol ship, and exploded in enormous clouds of dirty gray smoke.

Theinrushing roboid police dowed abruptly.

"Landing shipsdown,” said Maury.

Four big ships dropped fast through the planet's atmosphere, to disappear in the boiling uprush of
smoke.

"Landing teamsout,” said Maury.

Roberts depressed a communicator switch. "Kelty—open firel”

The roar reached Roberts only faintly through the patrol ship's hull, but listening critically, Roberts
was grateful not to be on the receiving end of the city's rapid-fire guns at short range. He gripped the
contrals. "Ceasefirefive seconds.”

Thefiring died away.

The patrol ship burst up through the smoke. "Morrissey—"

"Resdly."

"Coordinates—"

As Roberts flashed toward the ultrafast cruiser that was Maury's headquarters, suddenly the symbols
on the battle screen seemed to multiply. At the same ingtant, Maury's fleet broke into individua
squadronsracing in al directions. Maury's headquarters ship exploded, and out of the fragments shot a
streak that dwindled to a speck before Roberts realized what had happened.

Then the outside viewscreen changed its scae, and showed the whole scene shrunk down to small
Sze

From the distance, a sizable fleet approached, its ships precisaly positioned for mutual support.
Beforethisfledt, like gartled fish, the commerce raiders dipersed in dl directions. Already moving off
the edge of the screen was the chief commerce raider of them al, his escape ship pouring on acceleration
asit streaked for the nearest break-point to some quiet hideout far from trouble.

Roberts swore, whipped the patrol ship around, and shot after the fleeing commerce raiders, laying
down aruinousfire, and under its cover dropping inflatable deception packs among the widening clouds
of debris.

Hammell, waiting in his battle armor to go into Maury's ship, called, "What'swrong?'

"The Space Force has showed up!"

Roberts spun the ship after another fleeing commerce raider, succeeded in laying afew more packs,
and gaveit upindisgust.

On the outside viewscreen, the gpproaching fleet was decelerating fast.



Morrissey said nervoudy, "Now what do we do?"
"Wdll, I've sowed alot of deception packs—"
"What for?"

Roberts exhded carefully. "The ideawas that we could inflate them to dummy ships, beam 'desireto
believe at that fleet, and—"

Hammell said increduloudy, "What, the Space Force?"

Roberts could now see just what likelihood there was of that working. "It'sa chance,” he said
stubbornly, *and we'rein no spot to ignore a chance.”

"Then" said Morrissey, "let's get out of here! Thisshipisfadt, isntit?’
"That'san admission of guilt," said Roberts, inwardly kicking himself for not "chasing" the commerce
raiders at top speed.

Hammell had the sameidea. "Why didn't you go after Maury? Nobody would have known whether
you were chasing him, running away, or what."

"It would have been out of character,” said Robertslamely, "for the king to leave with alarger force
approaching.”

"Nutd" said Hammell. "His screen could have been damaged. He could have been wounded or
knocked out."

The communicator buzzed imperetively.

Moodily, Roberts reached out to snap it on. Before he could reach the switch, therewas a click, and
acold voicesad, "What interstellar force isthis? Stand warned! ThisisaKing's ship, onthe King's
business, and you have no right to patrol here."

Anauxiliary screen lit up, to show afrowning officer in the uniform of a Space Force lieutenant
generd.

"What shipisthis?'

"Imperid ship Nom de Guerre. Who asks?'

"Lieutenant Generd NilsLarssen. What Empire?

"The Empire.

"Who commandsthat ship?"

There was asilence, and Roberts, fearing that the symbiotic computer had run out of words, snapped
on the sound transmission.

"I command thisship!”

Roberts suddenly found himself at the parting of the ways. He could meekly identify himself. Or he
could carry the bluff to the ridicul ous point where he challenged the Space Force.

Abruptly he discovered that he couldn't back down.

He said coldly, "Y ou cometoo late to save your comrades. They are dead, or fled like cowards.
Now | wait to test your sted.”

Larssen looked blank. He pursed hislips, turned away, then turned back, apparently to rephrase the
question.

Roberts waited, grimly aware of the cracking ice he stood on.

At this delicate juncture, the symbiotic computer put its oar in. With icy hauteur, using Robertsvoice,
it said: "I have spoken.”

Larssen opened his mouth, and shut it. His face reddened. "Listen—I don't give a damn who you
are! Youll answer my questions, and you'll answer them straight!™

Roberts groped for some way out.



Then he heard his own voice speak coldly from the communicator, asif to someone nearby, "The
bark of thisinterstlar dog hath a petulant note."

Hammell'svoice, though Hammell was standing by in slent paralyss, said coolly, "We know waysto
trainthe surly cur, if heintrudestoo far."

Morrissey was Sitting at the want-generator, looking from Robertsto Hammell asif they'd gone
insane, and now he had the added treat of hearing his own voice contribute, though his mouth wastightly
shut.

"WEéll send thisrabbleto the Earl of Hell, and let them mount patrol on the fiery march.”

On the screen, Larssen paused, an odd listening expression on hisface.

Roberts own voice called, "Master of the Ordnance!"

"Ready, Sirel"

"Madter of the Helm!"

"Ready, Sirel"

"Thenwell put it to the test! Master of the Helm, brace your engines! Master of the Ordnance, pick
your targetd”

A roar and a howling whine sounded together as the gravitors counteracted the reaction drive, ina
preludeto afurious burst of acceleration.

On the control console, a switch snapped forward, to activate the deception packs and create the
appearance of aformidable squadron—though the Space Force detectors should quickly spot the trick.

Larssen, suddenly perspiring, called, "Wait!" Then he whirled and shouted an order.

On the screen, the hurtling formation of ships began dowly to turn, swinging away from Paradise.
Roberts, startled, saw Larssen turn back to the screen, his expression intent and wary.

"I didn't mean to intrude on aregion you patrol.”

An elaborately courteous voice replied, "To do so were an incivility bordering on theinterstellar.”
"Then patroal it if you want it o damned much!" snarled Larssen.

"Theinterstellar regions subject to the rule of HisRoya and Imperid Mgesty, Vaughan the First, we
will patrol, sury.”

Larssen shut his mouth with adlick of the teeth.

The screen abruptly went blank, but a sillent burst of profanity seemed to radiate from it after it was
off.

Roberts, drenched in swest, groped in his pocket for a handkerchief, but couldn't find one.
Hammell got out of hisarmor, looking like aghos.
Morrissey staggered to hisfeet, and promptly banged his head on the shiny cylinder.

Roberts findly located the handkerchief, and wiped the sweat out of his eyes. He took another look
at the outside viewscreen.

Larssen'sfleet traveled past in formidable array.

Roberts glanced at the battle screen. On his side there was only the patrol ship, and theimitation
ships blown up out of—Roberts blinked, and adjusted the outside viewscreen—

There amongst the seeming patrol ships and cruiserslay agigantic ship—adreadnought fit to take on
wholefleetsdl by itself. The sunlit Sde was toward Roberts, and the name was clearly visble: Coeur de
Lion.

The deception pack out of which athing like that might be blown up would take a battleship to carry
it.
Robertstook adeep breath. "Well, men, were ill alive. And here's one big reason.”



Hammell ducked under the glittering cylinder, and looked &t the screen.

Morrissey warily did one hand dong the cylinder and ducked under to stand beside Hammell.

"Great pace!” said Hammell, suddenly seeing what Roberts was looking at.

Morrissey murmured, " Coeur de Lion. Isn't that the ship you said called you—when Maury stopped
usat the asteroid belt?!

"Yes," said Roberts. "But | thought it was just aclever gambit of the symbiotic computer. Now there
itis"

Hamméd said uneesily, "It'sfriendly?"

"l hope so. But where did it come from?"

Hammell said hestantly, "Apparently the Space Force didn't seeit till the last minute. They were
going to chop usinto mincemeat, then dl of asudden, they changed their minds."

"It must have been undetectable—they've got some kind of device that blanks them out to redar,
gravitor, and dl the other standard detection systems!” said Roberts. "Wait, now. What—" Suddenly
what hewastrying to think of came to him: "Listen, our missiles got to Maury's ships undetected.”

Morrissey said wonderingly, "They were the missiles originally supplied with this ship?”
"I haven't bought any."
Morrissey stared at the screen. "Listen, this may sound nuts, but when | [ook at that ship, it looksto

mealot like this one we're on. That oneisawholelot bigger, and the proportions aren't identical, but
therésakind of smilarity of planthat . . ."

Hammell said nervoudy, "That dreadnought was undetectable. This ship's missiles were undetectable.
That dreadnought looks like this ship, owing to akind of smilarity of plan. Thisshipisan Interstelar
Petrol ship. It followsthat that dreadnought—"

Roberts throat felt dry.

Morrissey said, "What happens to unauthorized individuals who get caught using Interstellar Petrol
ships?'

Hammell sucked in his breath. "The Interstellar Patrol is even worse to tangle with than the Space
Force. They don't operate by the book. Setups nobody € se can handle go to the Interstellar Patrol.”

Roberts uneasily considered the bargain he had gotten—even though it had cost the better part of his
life's savings—when he bought the patrol ship at the salvage cluster. Now he wondered if, through some
piece of treachery, the origina crew had been daughtered, and now the dreadnought was waiting
patiently for Robertsto identify himself, and if he didn't—

"Nuts," said Roberts. He snapped on the communicator.

"Imperid Ship Nom de Guerre, HisRoyd and Imperid Mgesty Vaughan the First commanding, to
Imperia Dread-nought Coeur de Lion. How many of that first batch of outspace dogs got away with
their kins?'

Immediatdly, atough-looking individual appeared on an auxiliary screen. Hisgaze drilled into
Roberts eyes.

Roberts saw no virtue in pussyfooting around. If the dreadnought was going to blow him up, well,
then let it blow him up. He looked directly into the eyes of the face on the screen, and growled, "The
Empire does not maintain these ships at heavy cost that her captains may use them for toys. Speak up!
Hast swallowed thy tongue? Didst accomplish anything, besidesto look pretty?”

The tough scarred face on the screen broke into amomentary grin. Y our Mgesty, forgive my
witless hesitation. We feared you dead from these verminous outspacers. We cleaned out the lot, save
for onethat broke into sub-gpace even as we poised thumb and forefinger to pop him like agrape.”

"That onewasthe worgst," said Roberts, asHammell and Morrissey stared. "There went the brain
and guiding will of the evil band."



"Some other time, he may run afoul of us, and have adower ship, or we afagter.”

"Hasten the day," said Roberts, smiling. He was beginning to think he had worked out the
combingtion.

The face on the screen changed expression dightly.

"If Your Mgesty please, the Empire anxioudy awaits your return, to hea itswounds in the pomps
and pleasures of the coronation. The Great Lords and Nobles count the days, till they may reaffirm their
loyalty to the Crown, and swear dlegiance to VVaughan the Firdt. If we may accompany you—Iest other
outspace dogs pop up out of nowhere—Tisdaring greatly, | know, to suggest it, but Coeur de Lion has
spacious accommodation—We may take aboard Nom de Guerre and dl, if you like—Twould speed
the day of your return. | craveforgivenessif | presume—"

"And it were fregly granted, but your offer iswelcome. We shal come aboard at once.”

The man on the screen bowed his head respectfully. ™Y our Mg esty doth greatly honor us."

"Tisan honor to honor such loya subjects.”

The tough face looked humbly appreciative. Then the screen went blank.

Hammell and Morrissey stood speechless as Roberts headed the patrol ship toward the
dreadnought.

Hammell took a deep breath. "L ook—no offenseif | just call you 'sr'? Isthisan Interstellar Peatrol
ship? Y ou must know alot more about thisthan we do. Or isita. .. ah...an Imperial ship?'

Morrissey swallowed and listened dertly.

Roberts said cheerfully, "We weren't talking on tight-beam, and there are plenty of technological ears
on that planet, now that the technicians have had time to go to work. The more wide-awake among them
will put together the number of times'interstellar' and "patrol’ occurred in the conversation with Larssen,
and then they will redlize in whose tender hands their fate rests. But they can't prove athing.”

"Then," said Hammdll, thinking hard, "thislast conversation was ablind?'

"No, it just takes a certain piece of key knowledgeto figureit out."

"What might that be?"

"Anyone listening to that conversation would be justified in thinking | was the boss. And because of
the fact people might belistening, that's how it had to be. But what do you think?'

Hammell smote hisforehead. "Y ou were ordered to come on board?!

"That'sright," Robertssaid.

Morrissey said, "Why not just have the conversation on tight beam?"

"Because | wanted to put them on the spot, to see what they'd do.”

Morrissey glanced at the gigantic dreadnought on the outside viewscreen. " Anyone who'd do athing
likethat ought to be inthe Interstelar Petrol."

Roberts nodded. "As Hammell says, they don't operate by the book."

Morrissey stared at him. Hammel| said, "Holy—"

Roberts pressed the button to the left of the instrument panel, near the glowing lens|ettered "SMB
CMP," and said, "How doesthe Interstellar Petrol recruit new members?'

The symbiotic computer replied, "By whatever method works." It then described several reasonably
conventiona methods, and added, " Ships are sometimes used to obtain recruits, as nearly every
independent individuad actively operating in space, and hence basicaly qudified asarecruit, & onetime
or another needs aship. The patrol ship isaways modestly priced for its vaue, as the salvage operator
findsit hard to dispose of, and impossible to break up. The ship attracts only a certain basic type. Those
who want it must have the proper mental, physical, and mora equipment, and the right basic style of
sdlf-respect, or the ship's symbiotic computer won't accept them. Those accepted are next tested by the



use to which they put the power of the patrol ship's equipment. Those who successfully pass the built-in
obstacles become members of the Interstellar Patrol, captains of their own ships, and, in duetime, they

often recruit their own crew at no expense to the Patrol—sometimes before they really accept that they
are members—"

"Oh, my God—" said Hammdll.

Morrissey looked thunderstruck. "I knew we should have stayed on the yacht!"

"—Or before the prospective crew," the symbiotic computer went on, "expresses atruly sincere
desireto enlist. However, just asthe judgment of the symbiotic computer is accepted in the selection of
the ship's captain, so isthe judgment of the captain accepted in the selection of the ship'screw. This
method has proved highly satisfactory and inexpensive.” The symbiotic computer pauised a moment, then
added, "Moreover, the procedure isin accord with the highest traditions of the Interstellar Patrol.”

Hammell nodded. "It would be."

"Wdll," said Roberts, "don't complain. It's not everyone who escapes from a routine space-transport
to be aking or a duke—or a member of the Interstellar Patrol."

Roberts saw thelook of puzzled surprise, abrief glint of pride, and the glow of interest light the faces
of Hammell and Morrissey. They weren't going aboard the gigantic ship as prisoners, to be interrogated.
They were actudly going as members of the legendary Interstellar Patrol.

Roberts saw the brief outthrust of jaw that told of determination to make good. That was how he fdlt,
too.

It occurred to him that neither he, nor Hammell, nor Morrissey, would have voluntarily tried to enlist
inthe Patrol. The thing wastoo much. They might not makeit. Their qualifications might not meet the
standards. They might not likeit if they did makeit. So the Interstellar Patrol, with deep-laid craft, so
arranged matters that none of them had the faintest ideawhat was going on until the thing was
accomplished.

An organization run on that basis must be no lover of red tape and stuffed shirts. In an organization so
capable of understanding human nature, it might be possibleto get things done.

Roberts guided the patrol ship onits course, and gradually, the gigantic curve of the dreadnought
loomed closer, tofill the viewscreen.

Before them, the big hatch dowly swung wide, to reved the brightly-lighted interior. Spacesuited
figures stepped into view, to wave them forward.

Carefully, Roberts guided the patrol ship through the hatchway into the gigantic spaceship.



Part |1: Boot Camp

A QUESTION OF ATTITUDE

Dan Bergen lay motionless on his narrow limb amongst the big green leaves, and wished he had
never heard of the Interstellar Peatrol.

A yard from Bergen's nose, the congtrictor glided ahead, then stopped. A small bump on its back
bulged up and an eyelooked out. The eye swiveled around like arotating radar antenna, then cameto a
stop with its gaze fixed on Bergen.

Bergen didn't move. Helooked &t the eye. The eye looked at him.
A long moment passed.

The eye svung away again. Bergen ingtantly looked away. The eye swung back, its gaze again fixed
on Bergen. Bergen didn't move. The eye swung around, then pulled insde. The bulge on the congtrictor's
back diminished to asmall bump. The snake glided ahead.

Bergen dlowed himself the luxury of abreath of air. He relaxed.

The snake continued to glide ahead.

Before, the condtrictor had moved, at most, afew feet at atime. Now, yards of it were diding past.
Frowning, Bergen looked around.

About three feet above thelevel of hishead, and perhaps eight feet away, the big leaves thrust aside.
A pair of large opague green eyes|ooked at Bergen over a blunt green-and-brown snout.

Bergen for a split-second balanced the question whether he should roll off the limb. That would send
him in aheadlong plunge through wide-spaced branches toward the forest floor ahundred and eight feet
below. Or should he—

The snake's head blurred. Its jaws clamped, in aburst of pain, on hisleft shoulder.
Bergen struck at it with hisright figt.

The head twisted and wrenched, sinking its fangs deep into his shoulder. There was asteady hissas
the rest of the snake did forward. A thick coil looped around him.

Bergen sucked in adeep breath, and stabbed at the snake's eyes with his extended forefingers.

A thick skin blurred down over its eyes. Another loop passed over Bergen's body. The muscular
coilstightened. Therewas a crushing pressure a hisribs.

Through ared haze, Bergen'sright hand found the snake's eyes. The head moved, something gripped
his hand, mashed and snapped and ground it, then crushed it at the wrist.

Somewhere within Bergen, acool sense of caculation told him thefight was all over. But a the same
time, heknew he had to get free.



For one white-hot ingtant, this urgent need took control of hisbody. For thisinstant, the contractions
of the congtrictor's huge muscles were blocked, and Bergen struck savagdly at its head with his mangled
right arm. Hisleft hand, caught in the loops of the snake's body, nevertheless contracted in agrip that
tore a section of tough hide from the underlying muscles.

A savageydl of defiance burst from Bergen, and for just afleeting instant the snake's gaze held a
look of blankness—such as might appear in the eyes of acongtrictor in thejungles of Earth, when the
victim it has selected turns out to be an adult mae gorilla

Theinstant passed. The energy was gone, and in place of defiance, Bergen felt awave of exhaustion.
Therewasafind, horrible, increasingly distant sense of crushing pressure, and then dizziness. For an
instant something took place that Bergen could not quite recal afterward.

And then hewas lying on his back, looking at agray ceiling overhead.

* k% %

Very cautioudy, Bergen drew up hisright hand and looked at it. It was unharmed. He felt of hisleft
shoulder. Hisleft shoulder was unharmed. He sat up. A dight dizziness passed as he swung hisfeet to the
floor.

The memory of the past few instants came back, and Bergen could vividly see the head of the
congtrictor twist and wrench as the big loops settled around him—

Bergen sprang to hisfeet and swore savagely. Full consciousness had now returned.

"Damn it," he said, forcing the menta picture of the congtrictor out of hismind by focusing his
attention on the immediate cause of the trouble—the people who gave these tedts.

A buzzer sounded its peremptory warning. Bergen again became conscious of his surroundings. He
noted the gray bulkheads, gray steel deck, and gray ceiling overhead. There were three short rows of
sted cotsin the room, and above each cot was along wide bulge in the ceiling. With a sense of relief,
Bergen noted that the other cots were empty—had been empty when held gained consciousness. That
meant that, though he had failed at the end, he had at least outlasted the other candidates.

A small speaker nearby said, "Bergen to Evauation. Candidate Daniel Bergen report to Test
Evduation Office”

"Coming," said Bergen. He braced himsdlf for the walk through the Specia Effects soreroom. He
drew a deep breath, opened the air-tight hatch, and stepped into a shadowy space jammed with apes,
dligators, imitation dead trees, grizzly bears, hollow lichened boulders, smulated rotten logs covered with
moass, rolled-up bolts of spider web with spiders attached, one dozen wharf rats packed head-to-tail ina
crate, and other unattractive odds and ends that loomed, half-recognizable, through the gloom. Bergen
was grumbling to himself as he reached the hatch leading to the corridor. Then he straightened up,
assumed an aert, resolute ook, and stepped out into the corridor.

A brisk walk brought Bergen to a hatch marked: "Test Evaluation, Colonel Sanders.” Bergen
knocked, heard the colond's crisp "Comein," and stepped insde. Hewasin asmall compartment lined
with filing cabinets and e ectronic equipment, and with wires and odd headsets dangling from the ceiling.
A spare athletic individua with colond's leaves, a shock of crew-cut hair and alook of cool objectivity
eyed Bergen from behind a bare-topped desk. Bergen reported his presence. The colonel motioned him
to an olive-colored drum that doubled asachair.

Bergen thoughtfully eyed the drum, which waslabeled: "RATTLESNAKES, 1 doz. (assorted)." He
made sure the lid was on tight, and gingerly sat down. He looked at the colonel. The colonel |ooked back
coolly. A period of time passed. Bergen forced himsdlf to wait.

The colond cleared histhroat, clagped his hands behind the back of his neck and leaned back in his
chair. Hiseyes cameto asharp focus. He said accusingly, " That was a stupid stunt, Bergen.”

"Sr?' sad Bergen, patheticaly uncertain which particular stunt the colonel had in mind.
"Why didn't you just put both hands out in front and dive straight down histhroat?"



Bergen cast around mentally, then said, ""Oh, you mean the congtrictor, Sir?"

The colond snorted, and Bergen felt an overpowering sense of stupidity. Whenever he entered this
room his|.Q. seemed to drop off twenty or thirty points. He would recover hislogt intelligence when he
returned to the corridor, and then hewould really see how dull he had been.

"Well?" snapped the colondl.
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"'Sr?" mimicked the colond. Hisface reddened, and he roared, " Answer the question!™

Bergen looked a him blankly.

The colond sat up and leaned forward on the desk. "Why," he said, "didn't you just put your hands
over your head and jump down the congtrictor'sthroat? Y ou'd have accomplished exactly the same
thing, and with agreat saving of energy.” The colonel had the air of a person puiting forth areasonable
suggestion.

"Well," said Bergen, trying dully to synchronize his reactions with those of the colond, "my purpose,
ar, wasn't to get killed.”

The colonel nodded, and leaned back. "But so far as the smulation was concerned, that's exactly
what you accomplished, isn't it?'

Bergen could now see he had walked into atrap. Gloomily he said, "Yes, ar."

"Why?"
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"Tel me, why did you get killed?'

"l guess| did thewrong thing."

"What wrong thing?'

Bergen hesitated.

The colond waited.

Bergen shook his head. "If 1'd dropped off that limb, Sir, I'd have smashed right to the bottom of the
forest floor. That was certain degth. | don't seethat | had much choice.”

The colond shook his head. "Y ou made a series of mistakes. To begin with, you looked directly into
the condtrictor's dorsal eye. That wasthefirst error, and a serious one. When you stand at attention
during an ingpection, do you look into the eyes of the ingpecting officer?’

"No, ar."

"What do you do?"

"l look straight ahead.”

"Why?'

"Wl .. .it'sregulations.”

The colonel nodded. "It'sregulations. But theré's areason why it'sregulations. If you look into the
eyes of the ingpecting officer, you make, asit were, persona contact with him. He will noticeit, and of
necessity hewill haveto respond. An ingpection isan impersona matter, and he will reprimand you. And
yet, you had no hesitancy about looking into the dorsal eye of that congtrictor. Did you think that because
the congtrictor came from another planet, it wouldn't sense you werelooking at it?

"Well, |—" Bergen paused.
"Yes?' prompted the colond.
Bergenfinished lamely, "I guess| just didn't think about it at thetime, Sir."

The colond nodded. "That was your basic error, underlying al the other errors. Y ou didn't think
about it. The next thing you didn't think about was looking away. The constrictor looked away, you
looked away, then the constrictor looked back, and promptly noticed the change in the position of your



eyes. Next, you didn't think about the snake's motion. Y ou saw it glide forward, knew it was moving a
lot farther than it had before, knew it had seen you, and yet you didn't change your position.”

Bergen stared at him, blinked, and shook his head in weary disgust. "Yes. Now | seeit.”

"Y ou've been talking,” said the colond, "asif your only adternative wasto jump off thelimb. Not so.
The snake had to get into position to strike. While it was doing that, you could have moved, and at
least gained time.”

"l seeit now, gr."

"But you didn't seeit when it counted.”

"No, gr. | didn't.”

"All right. Y ou made anumber of mistakes. First, you stared the snake in the eye, then when it
looked away, you looked away; both of these things the snake noticed and correctly interpreted. Next,
you stayed where you weretill it was all set to get you. Then, in addition, you still stayed where you
were when there was an ingtant |eft to act.”

"Wadll, ar, | admit | waswrong before. But there was ill some chance the snake wouldn't do
anything. Wheress, if | dropped off the limb—"

"Y ou'd have caught a vine about nine feet below,” said the colondl.
Bergen dowly brought hisjaw shut.

"Pretty stupid, wasn't it?" said the colonel.

Bergen drew adeep breath. "Yes, gr, | guessit was, at that."

The colond sat back. "Most of us are accustomed to think of ourselves asintelligent people. We
move through lifein our accustomed orbits, expect things dwaysto remain basically asthey are now,
have repeated opportunities to rehearse our behavior patternsfor the few standard situations we mest,
and neverthdless wefdl into one mess after another—because we don't redly think. If thingsturn out
badly for us, our reaction isto complain that the Stuation wasn't set up right in the first place.”

The colond looked at Bergen intently, and Bergen sensed that this comment had a persona
gpplication. "Yes, gr," hesad.

The colond leaned back and said thoughtfully, "There are two basic attitudes, or ways of looking at
things. The human race uses these two attitudes to move forward, much as aman uses hislegsto walk.
And it'sjust as catastrophic for amember of the human race to misplace these two attitudes asit isfor
himto cross hisleft leg in front of hisright leg, and then try to take astep with hisright leg.

"Thefirg attitude isthat of recognizing the defect. In one form, thisis pure gripe, the attitude of
'headquartersistoo stupid to get their head out of their boot.' But it's also the attitude of the man who
looks around, and asks himself if things couldn't be improved. From this attitude arises alot of noise, but,
properly used, it's al'so one of the main driving forcesfor progress. If men had dways been satisfied, who
would ever have tried anything new?

"S0, you seg, it's useful to seeimperfections. But it's uselessto keep our minds focused on
imperfections. Having seen the imperfections, next we shift our attention to look for some means of
improvement. We see the obstacle, then look for the way through or around. And that iswhat you didn't
do. Right?'

"Yes, gr," said Bergen miserably.

"Don't worry about it," said the colonel. "It takestime to develop the right attitude. But you haveto
show strong enough signs of it or you can't passthislast test. Y ou've got to be alert. Never be dismayed
at the most stunning examples of basicaly unfair mechanisms and Situations. Assume that somewherein
the mess there is something you can use, an opening you can get through, and set yoursdlf to find it.
Remember, mountain climbersregularly go up vertica rock facesthat the average man wouldn't think a
fly could climb. It isobvioudy unfair to expect aman to climb athing like that. And yet, the holds are
there, if you can find them, and if you have the few pieces of fairly smple equipment that will help you get



agrip.”

"Andif youdip,” sad Bergen drily, "you'refinished."

The colond shrugged. "Y ou could aso say, 'Why climb? That's beside the point. The object isto
show what people can accomplishif they look for the handholds, instead of deciding at aglance that the
dopeistoo steep, 0 it'simpossible.”

Thiswas alonger lecture than Bergen had gotten any of the other times, and he was arting to fedl
uneasy. The colond was watching him intently, and seemed to be waiting for the sgnificanceto sink in.

"Yes, dr," said Bergen dutifully.

"Now," said the colond, "I wouldn't bother to say dl thisif you hadn't gotten up into arespectable
category for acandidate. Y ou started off with aclass of fifty, distributed to varioustesting facilities. This
fifty has so far been given atota of four tests. About half of you flunked the first test, and roughly the

same proportion have flunked each test since. One candidate died of heart failure. One candidate blew
up and quit. That leaves exactly three of you coming up for thefifth test.”

Bergen blinked. "Forty-saven out of fifty are washed out aready?"
"That'sright."”

"How many more tests after thisone?’

"Thefifth test isthe last, unlessthere are specid circumstances.”

"And only one of us can passthistest?'

"No. All or none of you may passthefifth test. We've had both things happen.”
"Suppose | flunk it? Isthere any second chance?!

The colonel shrugged. "Y ou can take the tests as often as we offer them. Moreover, taking these
testsisn't the only way to get in. But it'sthe only way open to you right now, and even if we should offer
them again, you have to take the full series each time. We'd advise you to put everything you've got into
passing this onetest you've il got in front of you."

Bergen thought of the miserable spot held been in and to which hed return if hefailed thistest.
Bergen, anaturd hater of authority, had had the poor luck, when caled up for military training, to find
himsalf under anatural martinet. The fellow tore beds open to inspect the mattresses, then sent the
recruits on K.P. because their beds were unmade. Accompanied by afew toadies, he would snap on the
barrackslights a 2:00 on stormy nights, and order everyone outside into therain, while he and his
sycophants searched the barracks for concedled liquor. Returning to the outside steps of the barracks he
would note angrily that these men were up after taps, and would order them marched through the soaking
downpour dl night for punishment. On the following day, he would harass them for their duggish
unsoldierly bearing, and, to correct their attitude, would give them close order drill till they were dead on
their feet.

Oneday, following alengthy lecture on soldierly behavior, some worn strand of Bergen's sdlf-control
Shapped.

The officer and an admiring toady strolled past in front of Bergen as he stood in ranks. Bergen's right
hand reached out asif of its own accord, gripped the officer by the uniform jacket and jerked him
around. The hand released him, then came up again, to strike him full in the face. As Bergen stepped out
of ranks, several companions cameto life and grabbed him. Bergen was about to bash the officer's head
againg apost when they findly got him stopped. In the resulting court-martia, the officer's numerous and
flagrant misdeeds cameto light. But Bergen neverthdess was il in the stockade when Sergeant Hale of
the Interstellar Patrol came through searching for recruits, with histalk of good pay, forgiveness of past
ans, and asplendid future—if he could passthe tests.

"Now," said the colonel, his cool voice snapping Bergen back to the present, "we might aswell get
onwith thisfina tes."

Bergen once again found himsdlf lying flat on hisback. Thistime, the cotsto either Sde were empty,



as no other candidate on the ship had gotten thisfar. Bergen closed his eyes, and was conscious of a
drifting sensation such as he had felt before the previous tests. Then a voice was speaking to him, saying,
"Y ou have passed each of thefirst four tests. Each was designed to test certain elements of your physica
or mental make-up, and of your basic character. The test which follows isintended to examine one
particular persond trait. Thistrait has been tested only incidentally in previoustests. But it isatrait
especidly important to amember of the Interstellar Patral.

"History showsthat in any given Stuation, certain individuastend to survive. In agroup of
gunfighters, for instance, certain men stand out over aperiod of time. Isthisamatter only of reflexive
speed, or isthere also something else? Amongst paliticians, someriseragpidly to prominence, then fade
into inggnificance. Othersremain steedily in office. Some businessmen maintain ahigh pogtion while
othersrise and sink around them. Why? Is it amatter only of luck, friends, specid skills, or inherited
wedth? Men have had dl of these and failed. Others have begun with none of them, and succeeded.
Why? Isthere some specia skill—or perhaps some higher skill—that enables aman to use other skills
and advantages, combining them to gain hisends? If thereis, you will need it badly asamember of the
Interstellar Petrol. Y ou have dready been given someidea of what we consider this specid kill or
attitude to be. We will give you just one more hint:

"Julius Caesar, like many other great leaders of the past, had this quality in good measure. Caesar
was once confronted by awalled town on astegp rocky hill. To attack it, he must advance uphill. The
enemy could hurl their missile wegpons down at him, while histroops had to throw theirs uphill. The
enemy was sheltered. Caesar's troops were exposed. The walls were strong. The enemy had an
abundance of food stored inside, and, for water, had built close to the site of apring. To besiege the
place would be along, dow, time-consuming process. To try to overwhelm it suddenly waslikely to
result in heavy losses.

"What should Caesar do? Should he attack with dl histroops? Or should he carry out adow,
methodical Sege?

"Answer: Caesar cut the underground channel that fed the enemy’s spring. With the spring dried up,
there was no water, and the enemy quickly surrendered.

"Thetest will now begin."

The drifting, floating sensation ended. Bergen opened his eyesto find himself lying on adoppily
made-up cot. He wasin one corner of a cabin, with awindow opening sawed through the log wall near
the head of the cot. Thelog at the bottom of this window had been smoothed to form arough sill, and on
thissll sat acrude earthenware jug with acorncob in it for acork. As Bergen watched, adirty hand
reached up from outside, and took the jug off the sill. Therewas a pop! followed by agurgling sound.
Then therewas along Sgh. Thejug regppeared on the sill.

Bergen frowned, and looked around. The situation seemed to make no sense. But the apparent
senselessness might itself be part of the test.

Bergen carefully sat up and looked around the room. A double-bitted ax with broken handle lay on
the rough plank floor across the room. A long-barreled gun had been dammed against a corner of the
stone fireplace with enough force to chip the stone and knock the gun barrel out of line. The gun lay on
thefloor near the ax. A number of smashed handmade tables, chairs and benches made severd hegps of
wreckage that cluttered the room. Large chunks had been chopped out of the log wall, and chipswere
strewn around on the floor amidst the wrecked furniture, ax, and gun. The generd effect wasasif
someone had gone into amaniacal rage, and wrecked everything in sight. As Bergen's eyes adjusted to
the gloom, he could see the remains of a smashed earthenware bowl, and bits and pieces of what had
evidently once been arough window glazed with acheap transparent plastic.

Evidently, he was on acolony planet of the most primitive kind. And, somewhere nearby, was
whoever had been driven haf-crazy by the conditions that just naturaly existed on such acolony planet.

Bergen cautioudly put one hand on the foot of the cot, and leaned on it to step across a pile of debris.



The cot teetered and collapsed. Bergen was struggling to regain his balance when abillet of wood came
through the open window and struck him in the back of the neck, knocking him into a pile of broken
furniture with jutting legs and braces. One of these caught him in the middle of the forehead. He saw a
dazzling burst of sparks.

Outside, someone spat.

Bergen dizzily picked himsdlf up. His head was throbbing painfully. In the previoustests, held at least
had a definite purpose. Now, he was told to manifest some obscure quality that was supposed to
distinguish successful gunmen, politicians, businessmen, and generds. Bergen snorted. He wasn't even
sure there was any such qudlity.

From outside came a deep mae voice. "Coming out? Or do | drag you out?'
A burst of laughter followed, asif two or more men were outside, enjoying the situation.

Bergen was now sure that he must be on a colony planet in an early stage of development. Only on
such aplanet would he belikely to find aroughly-built log cabin, with ax and gun used astools, and with
alight plagtic, flown in by the supply ship, to serve the function of glass.

Ashewasthinking this, the cabin door flew open, and an individua whose shoulders spanned the
doorframe camein, glanced around and dung abillet of wood at him.

Bergen ducked. His opponent sprang across a pile of trash, gripped him by the shirt and dammed
him againgt thelog wall. Therewas aburst of lights, then blackness and dizziness.

The colond's voice was saying, "Y ou're very closeto failing thistest, Bergen. If your total score had
been alittle lower in the other tests, we'd flunk you now. Do you hear me?"

"Ya S r.'n

"Anyonewith abrainin his head could have made better use of histime than you have. Theroom
was filled with potentid wegpons. Y ou had more than enough time to collect one. Instead, you did your
meditating on the situation before you were armed, even though that block of wood in the back of the
neck should have shown you had enemies. When your opponent camein, hisvision was momentarily dim
because of the bright light outside. But he found you in full view and empty-handed. Y our performance
so far ispathetic.”

"Yes gr."

"Thanksto this pitiful sart, the smulator has you on atrack where you'l find yoursdf completely at

the mercy of petty opponents. Thisisgoing to be an unpleasant experience. If your performanceisno
better than it's been so far, you'd be better off to stop now. If you want, well end the test.”

"No, gr. | want to go on.”

"Y ou're warned, Bergen.”

"Yes, sr. Thank you."

"All right."

Bergenfdt dizzy.

A voicewas saying, "Tickle him again, Con."

"Happy to, Milt."

A white-hot pincerstook hold of the caf of Bergen'sright leg and tore out a piece of flesh.

The pain snapped Bergen wide-awake. He found himsdlf sitting up, his back toward the outer edge
of the cabin's porch, with two men bent over him, one of them holding in alesther glove what looked like
alargeinsect. Bergen tried to spring to hisfeet, but his hands, tied behind his back, jerked him off
balance, so that his head banged back against a badly weathered post that supported the porch roof.

A familiar voice said, "L et him see how they taste, Con."

The nearer man leaned toward him, forced open Bergen's mouth and shoved something in. A
multitude of sharp claws scraped at histongue, teeth, and theinsde of his mouth.



Bergen was wide-awake again. For an instant, he felt an uprush of rage. But then a sense of cold
caculation told him that, in this spot, the rage wouldn't work. Bergen concentrated on this cool inner
thought, nearly logt it, then brought it into full awareness, and suddenly he was perfectly cool himsdif, his
mind concentrated on finding some opening. After amoment's intense thought, he saw one
possibility—then an ingtant later he saw another. And then his thoughts moved from point to point like a
lightning bolt seeking the line of least resstance, and suddenly he had aplan.

Bergen shifted his position to test hiswrigts and ankles. Hewrisisweretightly tied. Hislegswere
free. No one wasin sight save the two men bent over him. One of these was the broad-shouldered man,
agpparently named Milt, who had knocked him out. The other was an older man, caled "Con," who now
jammed the large struggling many-clawed insect further into Bergen's mouth.

Bergen turned dightly, hisleft foot hooking behind the Ieft ankle of the broad-shouldered Milt, his
right leg drawing back asif hewould try to rall to hisleft to get up. At the sametime, he expelled the air
in hismouth, closing hislipswithout clenching histeeth.

He dammed hisright foot forward, to hit the broad-shouldered Milt at the left knee. Bergen's | eft foot
was dready hooked behind Milt'sleft ankle. Milt dammed back against the wall of the cabin.

But thiswas only one part of his problem. Meanwhile, the big insect squirmed violently in his mouth,
itslight and air cut off. Bergen opened his mouth dightly. Theinsect urgently thrust out into the light and
Bergen spat it towards the other of the two men, who sprang back out of the way.

Bergen got hisfeet under him and stood up, his hands, till tied together behind him, around the post
of the porch. The post felt about five inches thick, was smooth to the touch, and soft enough so that his
fingernails could dig into the surface.

Meanwhile, the older of the two men, Con, was just reaching to pick up abillet of wood from a
stack at the corner of the cabin. Hislarge friend, Milt, was starting to get to hisfeet, asavagelight in his
eyes. To either sde were tumbled-down cabins, with no one ese in sght but awoman who now |eaned
againg the front wall of the nearest cabin, impassively watching the fight. Bergen cast aglance over his
shoulder. Behind him was alarge furrowed weedy field dotted with mounds from three to fifteen feet
across, and from two to ten feet high. The whole place had a desolate, deserted look.

At the corner of the porch, Con had now selected his bolt of wood, and Milt was on hisfeet.

Bergen was facing Milt, with the post at the center of his back. He glanced at Con. "What'sthe
metter? Milt too yellow to fight hisown fight?"

Con glanced at Milt. Milt hurled himself at Bergen. Bergen dropped.

Milt hit the post solidly.

With a splintering crack, the post gave way.

Bergen, twisting as hefell, landed heavily on hissde, his hands ill tied around the pogt, the dazed
Milt ontop of him.

Bergen wormed hisway aong the post, and got his still-tied hands over the end.

Con was now coming toward him, holding abillet of wood ready to throw. Bergen rolled to hisfeset,
and jumped onto the porch.

The earthenware jug with the corncob cork il sat there on the windowsiIl. Bergen remembered the
sigh of pleasure held heard earlier.

"Throw that, and | smash thejug.”

Con hesitated. Bergen climbed in the window, twisted, and closed his fingers around the neck of the
jug. "Start troubleand | smashit.”
Milt now struggled to hisfeet. Con spoketo himin alow voice. Bergen picked hisway over the

wreckage to the corner of the room, dropped to aSitting position, let go of the jug, and found the broken
double-bitted ax.



His eyes were becoming accustomed to the relative dimness of the cabin. Holding the ax head by the
remnant of its splintered handle, he crossed the room to astill dimmer corner behind a clutter of
wreckage. He crouched behind an overturned table, took afresh grip on the ax head, and carefully
worked it back and forth as the blade cut through the rope.

At thewindow, Milt, swaying dightly, looked into the room. Bergen massaged hiswridts, quietly
picked up asolid round table leg.

The door opened, and Con eased in, blinking and holding a billet of wood in either hand.

Bergen tossed asmall broken stool across the room at the jug. The jug smashed. Con dung abillet of
wood toward the noise. Bergen sprang past the pile of wreckage, and rammed the end of thetableleg
into Con's ssomach. The rush carried him out the door. He caught aglimpse of Milt climbing in the
window, smashed him on the back of the neck, knocking him dl theway in, followed himinside, hit him
over the head, and looked around.

Con was stretched out by the door. Milt was stretched out by the window. Bergen glanced outside.
The woman was leaning againgt the porch post of the next cabin, watching him.

From one of thetdl circular moundsin the field, acolumn of marching insects was winding out across
thefidd, itsfar end nowhere in sight. Bergen stepped out on the porch, and looked al around.

When he glanced back, the woman was standing about six feet away, smiling. Her eyes had aglazed
look.

"Honey," she breathed, and swayed toward him.

Bergen uneasily stepped back.

From somewhere came a peculiar rustling. He looked around, to see that the ribbon of insectsissuing
from the mound in the field had changed direction, and was approaching the cabinsin awide lane. Ashe
watched, the insects burst out of the grass onto the porch.

The woman looked around, screamed, and fainted.

Bergen swore, heaved her onto his shoulder, and ssumbled toward the next cabin. The rustling
continued, gpparently al around him, and he saw another wide line of insects pour onto the porch of the
cabininfront of him.

A faint shadow swung acrossthe side of the cabin in front of him.

Bergen whirled and strode toward the edge of thefield. For amoment, his thinking processes were
amogt blotted out by the redlization of what must be happening to the unconscious men in the cabin. But
there was nothing he could do about it.

Meanwhile, as histhoughts dwelt on this, the shadow held briefly noticed sireaked fast acrossthe
fidd, therewas arush of wind, sharp talons sank in at the base of his neck and left shoulder, therewasan
agonizing wrench, and then the ground was faling away, the woman lying on the ground looking blankly
up at him, huge leathery wings creaking around him, and he was carried up, and up, to hover high over a
large stained boulder, and then he waset go.

There was aterrific concussion.

Bergen dazedly opened hiseyes.

The colonel was standing by the cot. He beamed. "I had my doubts for awhile there. But you made
it"

Bergen sat up dizzily. Hetook adeep breath. Y our mind has to be always on the problem, doesn't
it?'Y ou have to keep looking for a chance, an opening, and be poised to take advantage of it."

"Let'ssay,” said the colond, "that there's a certain hard-to-define attitude you have to attain, acertain

frame of mind. In the other tests, it wasincidenta, though lack of it would finish you intime. Inthistes, it
was central. Self-pity, complaining, prolonged indecision, fear, dread, any of anumber of distractions



would finish you in short order. The test was programmed to keep the crises coming at you faster and
faster. Y ou bungled thefirst part, but once you straightened out you did well. We're proud of you."
Bergen fdt the heady flush of victory. He had succeeded. He had outwitted the stockade.
The colond gripped his hand, then turned toward the hatch. *Follow me, my boy, and well get you

your outfit. Then you can begin training immediately." He led the way out through astoreroom filled with
temporarily parayzed gorillas, aligators, grizzly bears, and other assorted tools-of -the-trade.

To make conversation as he passed through this place, Bergen remarked, "I1tll be ardlief to get to
work. That's the roughest entrance exam I've ever heard of "

"Oh, sure," said the colond, brushing aside a sack full of cora snakes. "But we have to makethe
process of sdection tough, so you can survivethetraining." He gave Bergen alook of fatherly pride. "The
time will come, my boy, when you'l look back on these admission testsand smile.”

The colonel stepped out into the corridor.
A chill passed through Bergen as he followed.

Ashetrailed the colond down the hall, now afull-fledged recruit in the Interstellar Petral, alittle
question occurred to Bergen:

"Just what was so bad about the stockade?"

THE ROYAL ROAD

Colond Vdentine Sanders of the Interstellar Patrol had just emerged from asession with the
smulator when the call came. Againgt this opponent, the colond awayslost. Scarcely anyone was able
to hold the smulator to adraw until the preset time was up. Nearly dways, sooner or later, it found some
weskness in the man, and by means of the weskness, beat him. Thistime, the colone had wasted a
precious fraction of a second congratulating himself on his performance, and that fraction of a second,
once wasted, was the margin by which helost. Now, seeing it dl clearly, the colonel wasin an angry
frame of mind asthe call buzzer sounded.

"Code number," demanded the colond.

On the gray bulkhead opposite, the numera "4" appeared.

The colond frowned. "Go ahead.”

The gray bulkhead vanished, to show a strongly built man with piercing blue eyes, seeted at a desk
fadnghim.

"We havealittle problem, vVd."

The colond's expression was dert. "This business with the Space Force?'

"No, that will work out however it works out. If they open fire, well fuse afew turrets, to get it



acrossthat Imperia Trasmere will stand for no nonsense. Right this minute, we're beaming our
recognition signd at them, and this new recruit's ship is giving Larssen enough hints so that even a Space
Force generd ought to catch on.”

"Larssen has high-grade sted between the ears.”

"Can't be helped. He's Space Force.”

"How did we get in this spot?”

"Asnearly as| can figureit out, it sarted when the main gravitor went haywire on one of Interstellar

Rapid Transport's fast freights. The nearest repair facility seemed to be on Boschock 111, so they headed
therefor help.”

"Ouch," said the colondl.

"Exactly. They discovered that the settled part of the planet was nothing but agigantic dum, run by a
computer.”

"What did they do?'

"Wed like to know. Whatever they did led the planetary computer to divert effort from maintenance
and rebuild the repair facility to help them.”

"Quiteafeat.”

"Wasnt it? Since, at that time, we had nothing but a set of out-phased watch satellites observing the
planet, we don't know just what they did. But of course, after they |eft, we watched them, and the watch
quickly boiled down to asurvelllance of three men—Roberts, the captain; Hamméll, the cargo-control
officer; and Morrissey, the communications officer. These three took their accumulated leave, and sarted
looking around for a ship to go back to Boschock 111."

"So they could perfect what they'd used there before?”

"Why dsewould anyone go back to that place?!

"Hm-m-m. So then we found out what they were using before they got back?"

"Wedid not. We sent an 'I'-class crew after them. As usual, we were short-handed, but that should
have been enough. However, these three men are tough, and secretive. There wasn't anything to be
found. Then Roberts, the captain, latched onto a'J-class ship planted in asavage clugter. It rgjected the
other two men, but accepted him."

"Complicatestheissue.”

"Y es. Now we were up against our own stuff. SymComp was perfectly happy, of course, sinceit
could follow what was happening through this J-ship's own symbiotic computer. But where did that
leave us? Roberts, of course, merely thought he'd bought agood ship at a comparative bargain price.
We couldn't contact him because that would wreck histria period. Meanwhile, on thisend, SymComp
was perfectly bland and uninformative. Doubtless Link knew what was going on, but we weren't
informed from there, either.”

The colonel said curioudy, "What happened when these three men got back to Boschock—or
Paradise, asthey call the miserable hole?"

"What happened? Wdll, while they'd been gone, the inhabitants had split up into warring factions.
When they came back, Roberts presented himsdlf astheir liege-lord, Vaughan, Duke of Trasmere—and
they accepted him."

The colond looked startled.

"And that's the ultimate cause for this masquerade we're carrying out right now?"

"That'sjust the barest suggestion of it. Next, there was awar between Duke Vaughan, and a
sorcerer called 'Oggbad.’ Where Oggbad came from, we have no idea. But there's some ferociouswild
lifeon that planet, and the wild life cooperated by attacking the city in support of Oggbad.”

llde_ll



"Naturaly, the inhabitants suspended their differencesto protect themsalves against Oggbad. That
temporarily ended thefactiond strife amongst the inhabitants. But you see the Sgnificance of dl this?"

"Sure. Roberts and the others must have devel oped an emotional-field generator and learned to use
it. It must be big and powerful, too."

"Exactly. And with that, if they choose, they could carve out quite an empire. But they don't seem to
be doing that. Instead, as nearly aswe can judge, they're trying to straighten out the mess on Boschock
[11. Now, in brief, that'swhat brings us here, and if Larssen doesn't run wild on us, we should have them
on board shortly, and start to figure this business out.”

"Wait, now. With their own E-G, aren't we taking a certain risk in bringing them aboard?'

"If they had with them one of the power that they used on the planet, sure. But Ahrenstells methat's
impossible. Anything they've got on their ship, we can beat down. HEll pour on the power as soon as
they'rein range, and red them in so dewy-eyed and overcome to be members of the Interstellar Patrol
that they'll hand their plans over voluntarily, and be grateful to do it, at that.”

The colond frowned, then shrugged. "Wdll, that gives aclearer picture of that part anyway. But,
that's not what you caled about, isit?

"No. We're dready doing about al we can there. This other businessis unrelated, except that it adds
to the grain. It'snothing of our choosing.”

The colond smiled. "Y ou don't mean the Space Forceis calling on usfor ‘interservice cooperation'?”
"Not the Space Force—PDA."

The colond's smile faded. "When Planetary Development admitsit needs help, it isin amess. What's
got them by the throat thistime?

"Nothing serious. Just two dozen petty kings and princes.”
The colond frowned. "Two dozen petty—"

"Y ou see, PDA isopening up new regionsfor colonization. Since travel by colonization ship isnot the
best possible preparation for the rigors of life on anew planet, PDA likesto give the colonists a chance
to recover, and to finish thelr fitting out, at aRest & Refit Center, before thefina stage to the colony
planet. It generally worksout that if the R & R Center ison an Earth-type planet, it smplifiesthingsfor
everyone. PDA hasfound exactly one Earth-type planet that'sideally Situated asasteforanR & R
Center. Thisplanet isaready settled by an intelligent life form so human in appearance that, for al
practica purposes, you might aswell say there's no difference.”

"So PDA hasto get the gpproval of these people before they can put their Rest & Refit Center on
the planet.”

"Exactly. And that's where the fun starts. This place is backward. Each pipsguesk nation on the
planet is run by a petty monarch of somekind. A few of theselocal princes do their jobs. But the bulk of
them spend their time popping grapesinto their mouths, spurring on the recruiting teams for the harem,
and figuring out how to wring more taxes out of their subjects.”

The colonel thought amoment, then shrugged.

"Then the people should happily vote the princes out of office. Let PDA run the Space Forcein
there, to cover them while they explain the principle of the vote, and, in notime at al, they'll have the

approva of the populace.” The colond leaned back, and clasped his hands around hisknee. "That solves
the problem.”

The figure on the screen smiled sourly, and held up between finger and thumb asmall message spool.
"Thisisarecord of the story as| got it from PDA. What's on this spool explained the thing to me, and it
will explainit to you just aswell. Then you can figure out the solution for yoursdlf.”

The colond sat up. "Wait aminute. Then | can—"
"Obvioudy someone hasto handle this mess. And SymComp has madeits choice. The problemisal



yours."
Thewall screen faded out.

Acrossthe room, the "incoming message” lid of a pneumatic chute snapped open. A shiny metal
cylinder popped part way out, opened up, and dumped its cargo.
With a clang, the message spool dropped into the tray.

The colonel stared at the spool for amoment, then gave a short bark of alaugh, scooped the spool
up, and went out the hatch-type door. A brisk wak down a corridor brought him to an unmarked hatch
that gave way at the pressure of his hand. He stepped into a small neat room, onewall of which waslined
with books, while another wall bristled with aformidable array of wegpons. A smal viewer sat ona
stand by the desk at the foot of his cot. The colonel shut and locked the hatch, then snapped the spool
into the viewer, spun the chair around, and sat down.

Hewas at once presented with aview of adesk, behind which was seated a fussy-looking individua
in agtate of considerable nervous tension. On the desk was a nameplate reading, "R. Halstead, Senior
Adminigtrator.” On the desk were three viewers, severa racks of spools, and a pile of reports. A small
sdetable held an ash tray hegped with cigarette butts, ahalf-empty glass of water, and asmal pill bottle
with the cap off.

The adminigtrator cleared histhroat self-conscioudy.

"Ah. . .1 have been assured by my superiorsthat it will be within the norma canons of proper
procedure to apply through channdsto determinethe availability of . .. ah. .. interservice assstance
regarding a matter of some consequenceto the. . . thefullest settlement by humanity of the available
interstellar territory consonant with equitable treatment of less-favored inhabitants of the planetsin
question.”

The colond listened intently. With dl thisjargon, the administrator must have something to hide. He
went on:

"The dtuation is of more than normal urgency, having been the subject of many exhaudtive studies by
the foremost authoritiesin the relevant fields of supply factors and trans-solar jurisprudence. . ."

The colond waited out alengthy statement designed to show how much work PDA had done. Then
came acomplex judtification of PDA procedures, which the colond listened to closdly, since he had no
ideawnhat esoteric point they might be hung up on now.

In due time there emerged the sentence, " . . . Since, of course, due consideration must be assured
for the established customs of the indigenous sentient populace, it would obvioudy beintrusve and
autocratic to force upon them our conception of representative government; amore enlightened policy
requires that no such intrusion be tolerated; the existing alocation of adminigtrative authority must be
regarded as uniquely suited to the conditions obtaining at the moment amongst the popul ace; and hence
their leaders, whatever the outward apparent form of their government, must be regarded asthe
duly-chosen representatives of the people. . ."

The colond hit the replay button. He went over this section until he was satisfied that he knew what it
meant: Regardless of circumstances, whoever wasin charge when PDA got there, that was who PDA
dedlt with. In this case, that meant two dozen wrangling petty princes.

The adminigtrator went on, "We find it most unfortunate that these Planetary Representatives, by a
vote of eighteen to six, have chosen to rgject the building of aRest & Refit Center on the planet. Thereis
no other suitable planet for thisfacility. Obvioudy, we can't send colonigtsinto this region without proper



preparation; and yet, to be true to our own principles, we can't force the loca princesto accept the R &
R Center. Any administrator who did choose to do that would be removed by higher authority. We can't
permit any outsider to use force against them, either. They are our responsbility. We must lead them,
not force them. Y et we must have this Rest & Refit Center. Hence we've had no choice but to put the
Center out to contract, on the assumption that the contractor will persuade the Peopl€'s Representatives
of the advantages of accepting the Center. Unfortunately, no contractor has felt confident enough to
submit abid.”

The administrator now projected three-dimensiond views of the planet's location, and itssingle
inhabited continent, showing the rocky, reef-bound coastline, primitive cities, loosaly connected by the
wandering network of local roads, and fertile river valleys given over to a checkerboard of tiny plots.
Then came aview of the peoplein one of the cities, wrapped in white robes and jostling one another as
they streamed across the baked-mud plaza, to hastily jump back as a gilded coach drawn by four
weasd -headed animas rushed around the corner. Through the open windows of this coach could be
seen an immensdy fat individua wrapped in gold and orange cloth. The people, taken by surprise, were
alittle dow to get out of the way, and a petulant face bellowed orders out the window. The coachman
lashed out right and left with along whip. After the coach passed, the people fdll on the ground to kiss
the dirt whereit had gone by.

The scene vanished, and the administrator said, "We've done our best to find some solution, but
unfortunately we haven't succeeded. There seemsto be no way to proceed, but the R & R Center is
vital. Any assistance you can give uswill be deeply appreciated. The remainder of the spool containsa
datistica summary of conditions on the planet, for your information.”

The colond skimmed through the summary, then turned to adid on the blank wall againgt which his
desk rested. He tapped out a call number, then his own identification code. A moment later, the wall
seemed to vanish, and he was looking at the same strongly built, sharp-eyed man who had given him the
assgnment, and who now smiled at his expression.

"How doyou likeit?'

"It'san interesting problem,” said the colond. "As| understand it, it boils down to the fact that PDA
has got to have arest center on this planet, can't get it without interfering localy, and yet itsown rules
forbid it to interfere localy, snce there's a sentient race on the planet.”

"Worse yet, PDA can't let anyone else go down there and use force, bribery, or any of the obvious
waysto get these princes to change their minds. If it weren't for that, some contractor would have turned
the planetary politicsinsde out, and the R & R Center would be built by now. But the rules are ironclad,
evenif theresult isstupid. And there are watchdog committees to look for any break in observance of
the rules. What unavoidably hasto be done hereisto get resultsthat are just, but possibly—considering
only the letter of the law—illegal. PDA isn't set up for that. That'sin our department.”

"How much help can | count on for this?'

"Anything youwant . . . intheline of full departmenta ad, equipment, supplies, any free ship you'd
like—"

"l wasthinking of personnd.”

"Well—Y ou know what that stuation'slike.

"Yesh"

"We'rerecruiting by every meanswe can think of, and we're still short-handed. There isn't much we
can do about it. Lowering standards certainly won't help." He shook hishead. ™Y ou can have anyone
available. But there are none too many available.”

The colond thought amoment. "Anyone not aready assgned, | can use? Anyone?"
"Right."
"OK.I'l getright at it.”



"Good luck."

Asthe scene faded from the wall, the colond sat back, his eyes narrowed, and then he sat up and his
fingersflashed over thedia. Thewall remained blank, but avoice said briskly, "Personnel Monitor."

"The day before yesterday, | administered the oath to a Candidate Dan Bergen, inducting him asa
Recruit. | then sent him for routine orientation, and clothing and equipment issue. Whereishe now?'

"Onemoment . . . Recruit Bergen isat this moment arguing with the Quartermaster Assstant
regarding thefit of apair of uniform trousers”

"Then no one has clamed him for any assgnment?'

"No. Heisonly arecruit."

"O.K. Thanks." Rapidly, he punched out anew cal. A voice replied, "Project Monitor."
"Any current project with the designation, 'Operation New Vote?'

"Spell this, please.”

The colonel spdled it.

"Onemoment . . . No. Additionaly, we find no past such designation recorded.”
"Thanks. Put me through direct to the project controller.”

Thewadl lit up to show atough-looking individua with sandy hair and an dert watchful expression.
"Hello, Vda. What can | do for you?"

"l want to register the project-designation, 'Operation New Vote.' I've aready checked with
monitor.”

"O.K. That part's easy."

"For personnd, I'm assigning, first, Recruit Dan Bergen—"

The project controller squinted. "Wait aminute, now. | know what the personnel stuation is, of
course, but—a recruit?"

"This one we got out of a Space Force guardhouse. The boy isrugged, did splendidly on hisphysica
and attitude tests, issmart and mentaly dert—very fine materid, and | believe this operation, while not
subjecting him to any particular danger, will give him asplendid opportunity to gain an ingght into how we
operate, and should . . . hm-m-m.. . . motivate him excdlently for hismore formd training when he
returns.”

"We just want to be sure he does return. Every qualified man we can lay our handsonisworth a
basket of diamonds. What is this excursion you're taking him on?*

The colond briefly described the situation on the planet.

"Hm-m-m," said the project controller. "Why not take a battery of emotional-field generators, and
wrench these princes around to the right viewpoint?'

"PDA isduty-bound to watch this planet like a hawk. What happens when al these petty despots

suddenly get cooperative? Sure, we've solved the problem for PDA; but weve aso presented them a
piece of information that's none of their business.”

"Y es—They might deduce the existence of the E-G. Hm-m-m . . . and if you provide somelogica
reason for the princes change of heart, that logical reason will doubtlessfal under the heading of
‘bribery," ‘compulsion,’ or something else PDA can't dlow."

"Right," the colond said bluntly.

"Y ou're going to have to be kind of subtle on thisone.”

"y es"

"All right. I'm going to recommend that this recruit be assgned to Operation New Vote. I'll put him

on the personnd ligt provisiondly, until we see whether Personnel meltsits coils over thisone. Who dse
do you want?"'



"Recruits Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey.”

The project controller shook hishead. "I supposeif thisisn't too dangerous for one recruit, thenin
theory, it's not too dangerous for four. But you need some sprinkling of trained men. One recruit isone
thing. Four of them issomething eseagain. I'm &fraid I'll have to—"

The colond spoke quickly. "Wdll, | agree, if these were ordinary recruits, but these are very
exceptiona men, who—"

"All our recruits are exceptiona men. They're hard to get. That'swhy we can't have them shot to
pieces because they weren't trained in the first place.”

"l mean, seasoned men. Thesearedl . . . that is, the captain—"

"Whét captain?'

The colonel redlized that he had come close to |etting the cat out of the bag. He Started over. "l
mean, these men have their own Jship.”

"Ah?Y ou mean, they're dl ship-selected?’

There wasthe catch. If he admitted to the project controller that two of these men had failed to pass
the scrutiny of the J-class ship, and had apparently been admitted only on Roberts say-so, the project
controller would naturaly declineto let them go dong. The colond said, "What | mean to say isthat the
captain of the J-ship wasformerly captain of afast transport, which involves plenty of responsgibility. He's
not likely to be green or rash.”

The project controller looked impressed. "What about the other two?"

"They were his cargo-control officer, and his communications officer, on board the transport. His
persona sdlections, apparently. Too bad we can't get more recruitsto bring in recruits. It might solve our
problem, or easeit anyway."

"Yes—Wall, I'm sure Personnd has thought of—"

While the project controller was momentarily distracted with thisline of thought, the colonel added,
"Anyway, it ssemsasif they should be reasonably stable men.”

"True enough.” The tough face frowned, asif in partia awareness of something wrong. Then the
controller shrugged. "The main point is, we don't have four unseasoned or suggestible recruits. O.K.,
who ese areyou taking?'

"I'll have to check with Personndl to see who's available. | wanted to get these men assigned before
anyone grabbed them.”

"What about ship and equipment?’

"I'm going to have to study thisinformation to get apreliminary plan. First | wanted to be sure that
when | had aplan, | would have somebody to carry it out.”

"O.K. I'm definitely assigning the J-crew asaunit. I'm tentatively assgning Recruit Bergen. How's
thet?'

"Fine. That'saload off my mind."

"I hope this personnel shortage eases up pretty soon. Well, let me know when you have your ship
and equipment lined up.”

"l will. Thanks."

Thewall went blank, and the colonel wiped afine beading of perspiration from his brow and
punched another call number. A voice promptly replied, "Personnd Monitor."

"I'd like to know what personnd are available for assgnment.”

"Onemoment . . . No personnd below the equivaent grade of colone are currently on the Available
Ligt. ThereisaColond Vdentine—"

"I'm Colond Vdentine"



"Then thisis of no assstance.”
"Correct. What about new recruits?'

"Only one new recruit is available at thislocation. Onemoment . . . Thisrecruit has aready been
assigned, provisondly, to Operation New Vote."

"How about . . . ah. . . recruits expected to arrive here in the near future?"

"I will check . . . Only three recruits are expected to arrive here in the near future. They are aready
assigned to Operation New Vote. If you wish to contact the operation commander—"

"Thanks. I'min charge of that operation.”

"Ah. Then that isno help. In summary then, these are the tota personnd at thislocation currently
avallable and unassigned: zero."

"OK.," said thecolond. "Thanks."

He rapped out another call sgnd. A new voicereplied.

" Ship Operations Monitor."

"Give me areport, please, on the current confrontation between oursalves and the Space Force fleet
commanded by Generd Larssen.”

Thewall immediately lit, to show, hurtling past againgt a brilliant backdrop of stars, therigidly-spaced
aray of aformidablefledt.

"Generd Larssen,” said the monitor, "has accepted the Stuation with anill grace, and iswithdrawing
under imminent threat of attack by His Roya and Imperid Mgesty, Vaughan the First, backed by the
massed power of Imperid Trasimere, as symbolized by this dreadnought.”

"Mm-m-m," said the colondl, scowling. It was al right to go aong with this masquerade, so far asthe
outside was concerned. But to dish it out to their own people seemed like too much. "And when,” said
the colond dryly, "isHis Royd and Imperial Mg esty dueto get here?'

"At any moment."

The colond cameto hisfeet. "What bay?"

"Center Main Number One."

"Thanks"

He was out the hatch and running up the corridor in an ingtant. If he delayed, Intelligence would grab

his men for aprolonged interrogation. It would be al he could do any-way to get Intelligence to settlefor
amemory smulation. And to do that, he had better be right on the spot when they got here.

He stopped at a door marked in glowing green letters, "Express,” pulled it open, jumped into the
empty gray shaft within. "Center Main Bay Number One! Emergency! The Chief's business!”

Thewadlsblurred around him.

A cool voice spoke from adim grip grille running along the length of the shaft.

"Relax your muscles. Physical resistance may create severe pain and bodily injury.”

The colond relaxed, and closed his eyesto shut out the dizzying blur asthe walls flashed past. More
and morerapidly, hislimp body bent and twisted at each curve of the shaft, his movements progressvely
more forced and violent, asif againgt hiswill he were being put through a course of strenuous calisthenics.
And then the rgpidity and force of these movements mounted until hefelt asif he were being shoved
through awinding twisting maze at top speed. Y et he felt no sense of forward motion at al. He
concentrated on staying relaxed, his attention focused first on the muscles of thislimb, then of that, ashis
body bowed and jerked like a marionette run by amadman.

Then the motions began to dow, and he dlowed himsdlf to open hiseyes. He had time to remind
himsdlf not to usethat phrase, "The Chief'sbusiness' quite so lightheartedly the next time.

Then the door of the grav shaft opened up and spat him out, the words from the grille reaching him,



"Center Main Bay Number Oneis straight ahead.”

He strode swiftly down the broad corridor, through awide thick double door, and then there
sretched out before him a space hugein itsdf, though small in relation to the size of the ship, inwhich
rows of racks of various sizes stood nearly empty. Here and there aship, itsalf of respectable Size,
nestled in arack exactly fitted to it, arack equally well-fitted holding it from above, so that no sudden
acceleration or shift in gravitic field could tear the moored ship loose.

All thiswasfamiliar to the colonel, and he had a so expected the score or so of men, some of them
with Inteligence insignia, who stood allittle back from the near end of the entrance, waiting. Nevertheless,
something unusud intheair led him to look around uneesily.

To hisright, in the surveillance shell projecting out beyond the near end of the membrane,
half-a-dozen men operated big E-G machines. The men leaned back in their raised seats, guiding the
snouts of the machines according to the image of a battered J-class ship on thewall before them, visible
amogt asclearly asif seen though a sheet of glass. These machines, no doubt, were only apart of
Ahrens overpowering battery of emotional-field generators. The colond frowned. Just aslong asthey
were overpower-ing. He wasn't eager to find himself in abattle of E-G machines, however weak the
other sde might be by comparison. Just let Ahrens pop them out of their ship in awave of devotion and
awe, and the colond would have them on histeam before therewastimeto say "Yes," "No," or "But,"
and while Intelligence was till choked on its own outrage.

Alertly, he watched theimage of the ship move forward, and then, from his viewpoint, it vanished.
The E-G operators, receiving dightly different patterns of light from their viewpoints, raised the snouts of
their machines an ingtant later, and threw the main switchesto "Off" lest they unintentiondly affect their
own people. The nearest E-G operator now raised a fluorescent yellow-and-black paddle overhead. An
answering wave from behind the rack told of the E-G machines concealed there, taking up the dack.

And that gave the colond's uneasiness afocus.

Had there been a gap between the coverage of one set of machines and the turning on of the others?
Andif so, why?

Then the nose of the J-ship appeared through the thick membrane, the membrane close againgt it at
al points, so that no dightest detectable loss of air took place. The gradually appearing J-ship, though
obvioudy battle-worn, blazed in gold and platinum, and now adazzling set of three coats of armsflashed
into view.

The colond felt an unaccountable sense of awe.

He heard an indrawing of breath from the men waiting in the bay.

Theglittering J-ship was now fully indgde.

... And now the coloned was stricken with an urge to drop reverently to his knees.

Insdethe J-Class Interstellar Patrol ship, Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey had spent thelast hour in
that state of nervesinduced by having their fate in the hands of others.

Fird, there had been the question whether Larssen would cal their bluff and wipe them out, and then
there had been the agonizing question in their minds about this huge dreadnought. But the voice of the
symbiotic computer had answered their questions, and the reply from the dreadnought had seemed
reassuring, and they had been content enough during the first part of the approach to the dreadnought.

More than content, they had been proud. Proud to serve with the legendary Interstellar Petrol. And
more than proud, they had been humble. Humble because they really did not fed that they deserved the



honor. And not only had they felt proud, and humble, but also determined. Determined to make the best
of their good fortune, and do their best to deserveto bein the Interstelar Patrol. And so far, it was dll
right. So much emation might naturaly follow from what they had experienced. But then, not only did
they fed proud, and humble, and determined, but asthey entered the huge port of the dreadnought, they
also felt awed, and impressed, and worshipful, and unworthy, and submissive, and obedient, and earnest,
and loyal, and apol ogetic—and when the thing reached a certain pitch, there was an ingtant of sanity, and
Roberts glanced at Hammell, and both men looked at Morrissey, who turned to look at the
want-generator, and said, "It'sturned off."

Roberts said, "Maybe ours is, but there's one somewhere that isn't."

And before he fell blubbering on the deck in his humility, he managed to shake a supertranquilizer pill
out of asmdl can, crumbleit to bits, and swallow some.

A plate of thick glass seemed to descend, cutting him off from therest of the universe. Outside this
plate of thick glass, there was a sense as of mighty forces beating in vain againgt an unyielding barrier.

Hammell dso ate severd bits of the pill, and so did Morrissey. Then they looked at each other like so
many vegetables nodding in the hot sun, and for alittle while they were so supefied that no ideas at all
came. Then Roberts glanced at the outside viewscreen. "We're dmost inside the dreadnought.”

Hammell said dully, "Not that it matters, but werein kind of ahole. It'sal come about step by step;
but how we're going to get out of it—"

Roberts groped for something to say, and then, possibly because he had taken very little of the
supertranquilizer, he fdt asudden flare of defiance and spirit.

Moving swiftly, for someone under the influence of the drug, he dipped out of the control seet,
ducked under the shiny cylinder that ran down the axis of the ship, and bent to set the want-generator.

1V

The colond, watching the J-class patrol ship glide fully through the membrane, felt the sense of awe
strengthen unbearably. The glittering ship seemed to blaze in glory. Hismind, groping for some
explanation, was overloaded with sensations. Dazedly, he heard aclear, deep, faintly ironical voice say,
"On your knees, gentlemen. It isHis Royal and Imperid Mgesty, Vaughan the First, our Most Just and
Fearless Sovereign.”

The colond knelt, hisfirst thought being wonder at his own hesitation. His second thought comprised
aclicking together of these last words and what he had heard before about this ship and itscrew. The
logical answer gorang into hismind:

They'retaking over the dreadnought!

Holding hismind locked on what he had to do, the colond staggered to hisfeet.

Directly infront of him, forty feet away beside the glittering J-ship, stood a crowned figure in blazing
golden armor.

The wave of awe was dmost too much for the colonel, but he managed to stay upright on hisfeet.
Then he heard acool voice say dryly, "Y ou shut yours off, and well shut ours off."

The meaning came through to him. He sucked in adeep breath and roared, "All E-G batteries! Cut
to zero and stand by!"

To the colond'sright, the men staggered to their feet and pulled themselves up into their control
sedts, their hands near the levers and switches. Their machines were aready shut off, but they must obey
the order to "Stand by."

A judicious voice cdled from the J-ship. "It just let up. Shall we shut it off?"



"Shut it off. But Stay right withiit."

The sudden relaxation of the sense of psychic pressure staggered the colonel. But his mind and body
werewd| exercised, and he recovered his equilibrium quickly, thinking, " So that's whet a battle of
emotiond-field generatorsislike!" But it ssemed obvious which sde had the heavier guns, and they
obvioudy had the will to usethem, so it looked like agood ideato get this business settled quickly.

Brusquely, he said, "Wed appreciateit, Recruit, if you'd get out of that monkey suit on the double
and report for assgnment.”

A chilly voicereplied, "We don't much care to have our emotions tampered with. If thisisyour
standard practice, you can look elsawherefor recruits.”

The colond's origind uneasiness at the way thiswasto be handled returned, and hesaidina
conciliatory voice, "Whether you redlize it or not, people who have just used an emotiona-field generator
to take over aplanet, for whatever reason, and whatever motives, are not so harmless that they can be
welcomed into a ship without precautions.”

Therewas abrief dlence, then the armored figure turned away.
"WEell beright out."

The colonel appeared to have won. But therewasno "sr” at the end of the sentence, and it was
evident that the new recruits had suffered an early disenchantment.

Stll, they were recruits. And recruits were desperately needed.
Impatiently, the colond waited for them to come ot.

Vv

Inside the patrol ship, Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey glanced at each other doubtfully, then
shrugged. They might conceivably fight their way out of the huge ship, but then what? Once outside, the
gigantic wegpons of the dreadnought could squash them with ease. And, assuming they were ableto use
the want-generator to immobilize the whole gigantic ship, then make good their escape, which seemed
doubtful, they would then be in the position of having acquired for an enemy the Interstellar Peatral.
Anyone with any faint experience in the matter would rather be hunted by the Space Force. The Space
Force at least had gtrictly-defined limits on its sphere of action. Possibly the Interstellar Patrol had such
limitations, but, if S0, N0 one seemed to know what they were.

Roberts ducked under the shiny cylinder that ran down the axis of the ship, leaned across the control
panel, and tapped a button marked " SymComp."

"This dreadnought we'reingde of is an Interstellar Patrol ship?

SymComp replied: "Itis"

"And it'sgtill under the control of the Interstellar Patrol 7"

"y es"

"Those people waiting for us outsde are members of the Interstellar Patrol ?*
"They are”

Roberts straightened up, and glanced at Hammell and Morrissey.
"Wemight just aswel go on out.”

"OK."

The three men got out of their battle armor, made themsalves as presentable as they could, and
climbed out.



They found themsalves at one end of an enormous spaceship hangar, with a spare, strongly built
colonel facing them with alook of genuine welcome.

Roberts, keenly aware of everything about him, saw the ships, of various sizes but roughly the same
overdl shape, held tightly in their cradles. He noticed alarge, peculiarly-shaped device at the edge of the
door they'd apparently come through; in an upraised control seet, the operator of thisdevice, afaintly
punch-drunk expression on hisface, was glancing down ruefully toward Roberts. That same
punch-drunk expression was on the faces of savera other men standing around with variousinsigniaon
their uniforms

Theinggniaand the uniforms themsdlves caught Roberts attention. The colond'sinsigniaof rank was
the usua Space Force eagle, its wings spread and claws clasped about a dender rocket. But the uniform
itself was unusud. At first glance, it appeared to be made of afinelesther of somekind. It was hard to
say itsexact color, though Roberts at first was certain it was dark-green. An ingtant later, he thought it
was avery dark brown. Then he became aware of agray tone, like the bark of maples transplanted from
Earth, and seen in shadow. The uniforms were cut to alow ease of motion but they appeared tailored to
anear-perfect fit, just loose enough not to hamper movement. At the waist was amoderately wide belt,
apparently of some dark leather, that held a holstered pistol on the right side, and what appeared to be a
hunting knife on the left Sde. There were aso several small |eather casesfitted to the belt. Robertswas
reasonably certain that these belts would be awkward and uncomfortable to wear, yet everyone he could
see was wearing them. Possibly, he thought, they'd only put them on to be inconspicuously armed, in
case there wastrouble.

In the short space of time that they stood silent, before the colonel spoke, agreat many forms,
colors, sounds and barely perceptible odors flashed in upon Roberts consciousness. The sum total of
these, and perhaps of something else that wasn't so easily pinned down, combined to ease hiswary sense
of restraint.

The colond smiled. "Wdll, Captain, does the Patrol passinspection?'

" 'Cagptain? A few minutes ago, sir, | wasarecruit.”

"You'retill arecruit. But you've passed the ingpection of the symbiotic computer, apatrol ship has
accepted you, and you've passed your trid run without disqualifying yoursalf. Whoever doesthat hasthe
rank of captain automatically. But there's obvioudy agreat ded you don't know, so necessarily you're
gtill arecruit. Thismay seem strange to you, but it will make sense when you think about it. There are
many things about the Patrol which may seem strange at firdt, but will make sense when you think them
over. For instance, we sometimes take recruits along on our milder operations, even before they're
thoroughly trained. This, you see, gives the recruits achance to see the Patrol in action. | don't imagine
any of you would object to that, would you?"

The three men, without bothering to think about it, automatically shook their heads.
The colonel then added casudly, "Then, men, you're assigned to Operation New Vote. How's that?"

They all looked more or less surprised, but said "Fine, thank you, sir,” and tried to look aert and
happy, though Operation New Vote could be atrip through the nearest sun, for al they knew.

"Good, good, gentlemen,” said the colond, friendliness and approva shining dl over hisfaceashe
thrust out hishand. "I'm in charge of Operation New Vote. Now, of course, you'll be Roberts?’

"Yes, dr," sad Roberts, shaking hands. He introduced Hammell and Morrissey, and the colondl was
just turning to lead them off, dl onetight little group now, when three men standing to one side suddenly
gave themselves a shake, and stepped forward.

"Holdit," said one, wearing at hisleft Iapel asmall golden plow and il tinier letters that appeared to
read "Tiens et" followed by something totally undecipherable. A second man, his branch of service
indicated by arobed femaefigure holding alarge ax, said angrily, "What's this? Y ou're not trying to
assign these men, areyou?"

The third man, crossed spear and arrow at hislapdl, said exasperatedly, "Listen, Va, weve got to



guestion them. Y ou can have them about two weeks from now."

"Sorry, gentlemen,” said the colond. "Why didn't you mention this sooner?”

" Sooner? We were right here when they got out of the ship!”

"l can't help that. They're already in Operation New Vote."

"Sorry. We're assigning them to quarters on cdl for the next three weeks."

"They've dready fredly agreed to go with me on Operation New Vote."

"That's preliminary, not final. Ted, get the project controller.”

The colond said with icy politeness, "The project controller has aready assigned them to Operation
New Vote."

"It'snot find till publishedinthe Assgned Lig."

"Oh, | imagine by now that's taken care of .

"Check it, Ted."

The officer with the small golden plow at hislape had dipped alittle green and orange striped device
from abdt case, and now held it to hislips. Hislips moved, apparently without sound, and a moment
later he glanced around. "Recruits Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey are on the Assigned List for
Operation New Vote."

The officer with crossed spear and arrow at hislapel eyed the colonel asif hewould liketo cut him
into smal pieces and throw the piecesin afish pond. The colond smiled back cheerfully, glanced asde at

histhree recruits, and said, " Stay right with me, men." He tossed back, over his shoulder, "Y ou can take
amemory smulation, if you want."

"We will want. Ligten, the Chief will—"

"The Chief has given me permission to draft anyone not aready assigned. I'd avoid pointless
antagonismsif | wereyou."

The colond moved away. After amoment, he turned to Roberts with asmile. "A shame, the way
some officerswill try to chain-gang new recruits into three weeks of interrogation and virtual house arrest,
without anyone's permission.”

"Yes, gr," said Roberts blankly.

The colond pulled open adoor marked "Express' in glowing green letters, said "Operations Branch,”
and motioned Roberts and the othersto precede him.

Roberts stepped into the empty shaft, the gray walls blurred around him, seemed to wind, twist and
bend, more and more rapidly, and then finally to change shape more dowly, until they cameto adoor
marked with severd numeras, and lettered "Operations.” Thisdoor came open, and they landed ina
wide corridor.

The colond said, "These men are recruits Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey. They areto be dlowed
accessto thisfloor, but for the time being can leave only with my permisson.”

Roberts looked around, but there was no one there save themsalves, the colond, and the door. The
door swung shut behind them, and as the colond strode off, Roberts tried the door. The door wouldn't
budge.

Roberts glanced at Hammell and Morrissey, and the three men, frowning, followed the colond up the
corridor. The colond stopped at a door numbered "14," and opened it, to show aroom with two sets of
double bunks, one above the other, with four desksin pairs, back-to-back, their sides against the wall,
and with four lockers against the wall. There were two more doors; one opened into atiled lavatory,
while the other held around heavy glass porthole, through which shone what appeared to be bright
unlight.

The colond said, "' Captain Roberts, Recruits Hammell, Morrissey, and Bergen."
Roberts glanced around. There was no one there but the colonel, stlanding in the doorway, making



noteson asmal pad. "All right, gentlemen,” said the colonel, ™Y ou're free until 1800. At that time you will
edt, in'your room. At 1830 you will put on your uniforms, which you'l find in your lockers. Don't worry
about thefit; they'll bedl right. Y ou will then report to Room 18, just down the hal. There you will
receive about an eight-hour orientation course; thiswill acquaint you with our methods, generaly, and
also with the specifics of Operation New Vote. Y ou will then return here. Lights out at 2200."

He nodded to them, stepped out, and shut the door.

Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey stared after him.

\

Hammell said exasperatedly, "Am | confused?'

Robertstried the door, and it opened readily enough. The colonel was dready out of sight. But now
that Roberts had the door open, he noticed the list of names on the outside of the door, below the
number 14"

Captain Roberts
Recruit Hammell
Recruit Morrissey
Recruit Bergen

Morrissey was saying, in awondering voice, "At alittle after 1830, we report to Room 18. Therewe
get an eight-hour orientation course. Then we come back here, and put our lights out by 2200. But,
eight hours, tarting at 1830, bringsit to 0230 tomorrow."

Hammell said exasperatedly, "Either he meant we'd get back after lights out, or €l se weve gotten into
the Inter-stellar Patrol's private Ingtitution for Mentaly Disadvantaged Persons.”

Raobertsran his hand lightly across the lettering on the door. It felt perfectly dry, and smooth, asif the
lettering had been put on with avery thin quick-drying paint—or asif the letterswere inset flush with the
door.

Roberts cleared histhroat. "Before we jump to conclusions, what was on this door when we walked
into theroom?"

"Just anumber,” said Hammell. " The number 14, | think."

"Takealook at it now."

Hammell and Morrissey came over, looked at the door, felt of it, and glanced around wonderingly.
"Theres moreto this place than meetsthe eye.”

Roberts walked to the far door, where sunlight appeared to shine through. He was looking out on a
broad sandy beach. To hisfar right, blue water sparkled, while, close by, white foaming surf rushed far
up the beach. To hisleft was akind of open park, with occasiond tall spreading trees, and roughly-cut
grass. As hewatched, amower went by, floating perhaps three inches above the ground, the cut grass
pouring out in agreen fountain, to be dispersed by a brisk wind.

Hamméll shut the corridor door and came over. "That's an effectiveilluson.”

Morrissey said, "Why put it in adoor? In alarger window-type frame, it would be refreshing. Thisis
just tantdizing. Y ou don't see enough to enjoy it, yet you can't actudly go out, either.”

Roberts glanced around, and spotted asmall clock on thewall. Thistold him that ship timewasa
little after two in the afternoon, or 1400. That left almost four hours until 1800. The colondl had said they



were "free" until 1800. Free to do what? He glanced back at the door, then reached out.
"Braceyoursaves," hesaid. "When | pull the handle, that will probably work some switch that will
show usasnow scene, or awaterfall, or abeautiful girl Stting on arock with spray splashing around her.”

Hammell shrugged. " Go ahead. Obvioudy, there's nothing there. We know they don't have a beach
and half an ocean ingde the ship.”

Roberts snapped the handle back, and pulled sharply.
The door swung open.
Bright sunlight and seaair filled the room.

Just beyond the threshold was avery short open passage, asecond high threshold, and dazzling
sand.

They smultaneoudy started forward, and then smultaneoudy gripped each other. "Wait aminute.
Maybe thisisasens. But if it's some kind of 6-V, we don't want to smash into the projector heads.”

Morrissey said, "If it's alsens, the whole room must be part of it. We could seeit from acrossthe
room."

"With the door shut,” said Hammell. "That could be 3-V. Then the a sens goes on when you openiit.”

Roberts glanced around, saw no warning sign, and felt hisway forward. He stepped over the second
threshold, groped around in the air, felt nothing but sunlight and a fresh breeze, stooped, felt the hot sand,
and glanced back.

"Morrissey, get back out of range of this. How doesit |look?"
Morrissey backed until he was across the room. "It still looks the same.”

Roberts shook his head. "One way to find out." He scooped up ahandful of the hot sand, and
stepped back inside.

The sand, red grains and ydllow grains with separate flecks of black, was ill therein his hand.
They looked at each other in astonishment.

Roberts tossed the sand back on the beach, looked around exasperatedly, and said, "Well, you
know itisn't red, and | know it isn't red, but can you think of any better way to spend the time from now
till 18007

"No. Let'stry it." They went back insde to toss shirts and trousers on the various bunks, then started
out.

The water, when they dovein, turned out to be not quite ice-cold. They plunged and swam, were
buffeted and rolled over and over by the breakers, staggered to their feet, sinking dightly in the soft sand,
and dovein again. The sun blazed steadily down from above, and the white-capped breskers crashed
endlesdy in. Before an hour was up, fegling refreshed and yet tired out, they sprinted back acrossthe
blazing sand, showered in hot spray, and then stretched out on their bunks, to fall adeep at once.

Roberts became aware of the distant clanging of agong. He fought hisway up some kind of dark
tunndl, and sat up dizzily, to find that he was lying on abunk in aroom where three other men were
stretched out insensible, the covers over their heads. Roberts, overtired and fedling irritated, dropped of f
his bunk, and at once the clanging stopped. He looked out the door to the "beach,” and it wasjust
garting to get dark out there. Then he became aware of asmell of freshly-grilled steak. It hadn't occurred
to him until then that he was hungry. He looked around, to see atray of steak and French fries on each of
the small desksin the room. He took hold of the metal uprights of the bunks, and shook them. Hammell
and Morrissey staggered out, stupefied and muttering incoherently. From the last bunk, alean face about
twenty years old looked out. Thisface was pink complexioned, with angry light-blue eyes,
close-cropped blond hair so light that it was dmost white, and an out-thrust chin with adight cleft or
dimple that seemed to set the sedl of stubbornness and pugnacity on the face.

Roberts sensed atough materid that something useful might possibly be made out of. 'Y ou're Dan



Bergen?'

"Yes," said Dan Bergen roughly, putting athin muscular arm threateningly over the edge of the bunk,
"And who do you think you are?"

Hammell and Morrissey glanced at each other, picked up their trays, and abruptly started for the
"outsde”

Roberts irritation heightened for an instant, then transmuted itsdlf into pure pleasure. He yanked

Bergen off the cot—mattress, mattress cover, sheets, blankets, and all, so that he landed with asolid
thump on top of the mattress with the covers strewn al over him.

"Conceivably, | am your commanding officer,” said Roberts, "but don't |t that bother us. Stop hiding
under the sheets, unlessyou've got abroken arm, and let's hear you use that tone again.”

Morrissey opened the door, and carried histray outside.

Hammell followed close behind.

Bergen erupted out of the tangle of coverslike ajaguar out of a brush patch, and dammed Roberts
back againgt the corridor door.

Roberts struck Bergen an open-handed blow to the side of the head, that gave acrack like afusion
gun. He pinned Bergen's legs with one arm, heaved him over his shoulder, and dumped him on the other
upper bunk.

"Now, friend, we begin again. The darm has rung, knocking one of your fellow roommates out of
bed. Timeispassing, and we adl haveto get to Room 18 in thirty minutes. It would be easier to let you
deep but duty cals. With gentle blandishments, we bid you cast off the blinkers of Morpheus.”

Roberts gripped the bunk, and shook it till Bergen was flung around like aboat in ahurricane.
"Please decide," said Roberts, "whether you wish to get up or stay in bed. The choiceisentirely yours, of
course.”

Bergen stared out dazedly as the room danced around him. "O.K. I'll get up.”

"Theresalittleword," said Roberts, stepping back politely as Bergen dizzily swung hisfeet over the
edge, "that soothes the egos of those who hunger and thirst after rank. It's only ashort word, but what
self-respecting man can say it without its catching in histhroat and gagging him? His sscomach turns over,
he fedls nauseous and cheapened, but—"

Bergen dared a him. "Sir."

"That'sit,” said Roberts, smiling. "How it soothes my soul to hear it. Drop it into the conversation
now and then, when you havetime. It will cement our friendship.”

Bergen dropped off the edge of the bunk, steadied himself with one hand, and said, "I'm sorry, sir. |
always wake up in abad mood when I'm tired, and | was worn out. |—"

"Say no more about it. | understand. Count on me to waken you with the softest whisperings from
thistime forward. But meanwhile, timespassing. Takeatray.”

"Yes, Sr," Bergen sat down beside the nearest tray. He looked up at Roberts, who waved his hand
beside his head, and called out to Hammell and Morrissey. "Better come back in. That alsensis so redl
I've got illusons of gnatsflying around my head."

They cameinsde and shut the door. "It would be nice if we could figure the thing out.”

"Better save our strength for Room 18, said Roberts.

They dl sat down with their trays, and ate hurriedly.

On thewall, the second hand of the clock swung steadily around.

The uniforms the colonel had said they needn't worry about turned out to be apoor fit: Tight &t the
shoulders, loose a the waist, the deeves binding their muscles when they bent their arms. Roberts,
Hammél, and Morrissey angrily expressed their opinion of these sack-like uniforms, in words of few



gyllables. Then Bergen said, "My uniform fit the same at firdt. | don't understand it, but it'slooser whereiit
used to bind, and tighter where it sagged, and now is a decent fit."

"Another puzzle," said Roberts. "Come on, it'samost 1830."
They went out and down the corridor to Room 18. They shoved the door open and went in, to
experience apeculiar blur that caused them to pause just insde, then step on through the doorway, pull

the door shut behind them, glance up and down the now extremely dim corridor, then turn to look back
blankly at the closed door, marked "18," behind them.

For asecond, they stood frozen, then Roberts shoved hard on the door. The door didn't move.
"What in—"
"Wejust went in therel”

Roberts shook his head. "Wait." Mentdlly, he retraced his steps, down the corridor at 1830, through
the door, and, with no memory of turning, back out to pull the same door shut behind him, and find
himsdf in thisdimly-lit corridor.

"Hold on," said Roberts. "There was a blur back there. What did the colonel say we were going
therefor?'

"To get an eight-hour orientation course, that would acquaint us with their methods, and aso with the
details of Operation New Vote."

And then they all stood therein silence.

Operation New Vote, they now knew, without any memory of being told, was the problem of getting
aRest & Refit Center accepted on that planet run by a collection of petty humanoid princes. Roberts
could see the planet in hismind, could see the inhabited continent's rocky coast, the smal farms, the
haughty princes, and the enduring trudging people. And, with al of thisvivid information, therewasthe
reservation, "Thisisthe information as received from Planetary Developmenta Authority. Reservefind
judgment until we seeit oursdvesat first hand.”

Hammell said, in apeculiar tone, "Daira go nasht?"

The meaning came across to Roberts clearly: "And thisthat transpires here—It iswhat?"
Morrissey said dazedly, "Weve even got the languages!™

Dan Bergen said, "And—Were al members of Garoujik Congtruction Corporation!”

That was right therein their minds, too. PDA wanted someone to bid on a contract to put up the R
& R Center. This had now happened. The Garoujik Congtruction Corporation had bid on the contract.

And what was the Garoujik Congtruction Corporation?
PDA didn't know it, but Garoujik Congtruction Corporation was the Interstellar Peatrol.

VII

When they got back to their room, they got another shock. That the clock should stand at 2156 was
no surprise. They had dready deduced the passage of time, and made dlowancefor it in their minds.
What they hadn't suspected in the darkened corridor looked at them now out of the mirror in thetiled
washroom. When they stood before the mirror, not a one of them could recognize his own features. Four
strangers looked back at them with expressions of amazement.

They washed, and got ready for bed. "What wasit the colonel said thiswould do—acquaint uswith
their methods?"

"Yegh," growled Hammell.



Morrissey said, "'l can't think of anything having to do with their methods.”
Roberts growled, "The whole thing acquaints uswith their methods—indirectly.”

Overhead, the inconspicuous lights of the room suddenly dimmed. The dightly-glowing clock face
showed that it was one minute before 2200.

Irked and disgruntled, their thoughts awhirl of information about the planet they were headed for,
and their duties as members of "Garoujik Congtruction,” they climbed into their bunks.

The second hand of the clock swung to the vertical, and the lights went out completely.
The only glow in the room now came from the softly-lighted clock face, and moonlight shining on the

That scene outside, with the water washing in long white streamers up the sand, should have been
restful, even romantic.

With growls of exasperation, they turned their backsto it, pulled the covers around them, buried their
headsin their pillows, and fell adeep.

Down the hall, the colonel was on hisfeet facing the screen above his desk, where the same strongly
built man who had given him the assignment in the first place now looked out with a puzzled frown.

"Tomorrow morning? Sure. Y ou can leave yesterday, asfar as1'm concerned. Aslong asIntelligence
has its memory smulation, the sooner you get out of here, the better. They're sure to find something
about the smulation that isn't clear. They'll want to question your men, and on top of this damned super
E-G, thelast thing | want isto referee afight between you and I-branch.”

"Fine. There arejust afew more details, and | can get sarted.”

"O.K., then. Good luck.”

The screen went blank.

The colond gave asatisfied grunt, hung up his uniform shirt, sat down at the desk, got pad and
pencil, and jotted down the few things that <till had to be done. Then he sat back and looked at the list
criticaly.

Unless he had overlooked something, he was in good shape to get out of here early tomorrow.

But he dways did overlook something.

It would occur to him tomorrow, asthey were ready to leave. Or, worse yet, after they had left, and
then he would have to come back, and bully everyonein reach, or else they would catch onto the silly
oversght he'd made, and he would look and fed like a complete boob.

He sat back, and imagined himsalf ready to leave. It was tomorrow, and the ship was ready, the
cargo on board, the men climbing in, and now he told them to shut the hatch, and—

He sat up abruptly. How had he forgotten that?

He reached out to impatiently tap the dia near his desk.

* * %

Roberts, Hammell, Morrissey, and Bergen were awakened by a clanging, bonging noise so loud and
rude asto bring them al out of their bunksin anasty frame of mind.

The colone'svoice, brisk and cheerful, reached them from a speaker they were too deep-drugged to
try to locate.

"Good morning, gentlemen! Asyou see, it'safine day outside. I've gotten you up half-an-hour early,
so you'll havetimefor alittle fresh air before we start. Anyone who wantsto crawl back in hisbunk is
freeto doit. But, believe me, it'snice outside. A horn will tell you when it'stimeto get back. You'll egt in
your quarters, and welll be ready to start immediately afterward. Y ou need bring only yourselves, the
uniformsyou received yesterday, and your hand-wespons belts. Meanwhile, have agood time."

The four men looked around stuporoudy, made spasmodic motions toward getting back in their



bunks, then turned to look at the sunlight flooding through the thick round window of the door. Bright
blue sky showed overhead, and a gentle wash of the sea on the sand could be faintly heard. Roberts
growled under his breath, and walked over. Outside, the seawas far calmer than the day before, and the
sky was a deep blue, with just asmal white cloud moving dowly past high above. He glanced at the
disguised stranger who was Hammell. Hammell nodded exasperatedly, and Roberts pulled open the
door.

Outsde, the air was fresh and cool, the sun hot, and the bright sand sizzling underfoot. They sprinted
down the beach to the cool dark sand washed by the surf, then waded out in the cold water.
Half-freezing, they ducked underwater, swam furioudy out from the beach, and now the water seemed
pleasantly mild. After awhile, Roberts methodicaly swam far out, to look back at a sweep of sandy
shore that stretched, gently curving, out of sight in both directions. Far off to hisleft, he could seethe
hazy outline of akind of tower, and what appeared to be athin rail stretching out into the sea. What
might that be?

Therewas aquiet splash, and Hammell surfaced beside him.

"Someilluson,” said Hammél, looking around.

"And yet," said Roberts, "as you said yesterday, they obvioudly don't have a beach, and haf an
ocean, inddethe ship.”

"l know it."

They consdered the Situation in sllence, then Hammell said, "What do you think of this outfit, so far?’

"Well—They're exasperating. And they aren't infdlible, asyou can see from what we did to them
yesterday. But they don't fool around, either. | get the impression theré'sahigh ratio of brainsto massin
thisoutfit."

Hammell nodded. "And we've only begun to get alook at it. It'slike an iceberg. Seven-eighths
underwater. Maybe more of it will come to the surface when we tangle with this Operation New Vote.
Boy, therésan impossihility if | ever saw one. Y ou can't hit them, and they're unpersuadable. Where do
you take agrip on athing like that?"

"Therés one hopeful sgn.”

"What'sthat?"

"According to the information we got last night, five or Six of these two dozen petty kingsare
sensble.”

"Y eah, but the vote hasto give abig mgority, or theR & R Center isno go.”

"WEell, it'san opening, anyway. But we don't haveto figure it out now. Comeon, I'll race you to
shore—that is, if you know anything besides the dog paddie.”

Hammél, born on a planet named "Posaidon,” smiled faintly, sucked in adeep breath, and ducked
underwater.

Roberts started afast crawl toward the shore. As he'd been Hamméll's captain on the fast freighter
Orion, hewas familiar with Hammell's record, and knew what he was taking on. Roberts went through
thewater in astreak of foam. But Hammell was waiting when Roberts reached the shore.

An ingtant later, there was the loud blare of ahorn.

VIl

Thetrip to the planet began with a series of shocks that made successively weaker impacts until the
four men nearly reached the stage where nothing would surprise them.



To beginwith, well before their ship wasto leave the dreadnought, Roberts, standing beside the big
hatch as he adjusted his unfamiliar weapons belt, somehow dropped the belt. It didn't fall to the deck
outside. It floated. Roberts climbed down the handholds of the space-yacht-type ship, stepped out to
pick up the belt, and the ship was gone. As he stood staring around stupidly, avoice from aboveirritably
directed him to put out his hand. He touched the side of the ship, and immediately could seeit again.
When he climbed back in through the big hatch, he happened to notice the total thickness of the beveled
edge of the hatchway. It was at the very least Six times thicker than any space yacht Roberts had seen
before.

Bemused by these preliminaries, the men started for the grav shaft up to the next level, and banged
head-on into athick highly-polished column that ran verticaly up the axis of the ship. When they did go
up the shaft, they discovered that it stopped short of the sixth leve, which usually contained the control
room, but now had no visble entrance a dl. Thefifth level consisted merely of a space seven feet high,
three feet wide, by two feet deep, the walls of which werefitted with a screen showing the detailed
illuson of the usud fifth leve. The control room turned out to be on the fourth level, dong with five
different weaponslockers, and the control seat and the controls themsalves were unlike anything Roberts
had ever seen on a space yacht. They werealot closer to what he'd found in his salvaged patrol ship.
The degping quarterswere on the third level, along with highly functiona kitchen and washroom sections.

Hammdl said ironicaly, "This space yacht is sure luxurious—like a barracks.™

Morrissey amiled. "And flimsy—like afortress”

Roberts said, "It doesn't seem possible, but | know what this ship looks like"

"What'sthat?"

"A large Interstelar Patrol ship, in disguise as a space yacht."

"It does, at that."

Their speculations were ended abruptly by the appearance of an impressive-looking individua who
radiated financial know-how and business acumen. When this tycoon opened his mouth, the colond's
VoiCe came out:

"If | remember correctly, Roberts, you are supposed to be the pilot of this ship. Supposeyou jar
yoursdlf off the mark and get in there and do some piloting.”

After this, Roberts wasin something of a state of shock until they reached the planet.

* % %

The planet drifted up toward them like an old acquai ntance that they knew well from some previous
vigt. Their first Sght of the green and tan continent, its forbidding coastline lit in hard-shadowed relief by
the early-morning sun, was like afamiliar face. They stared down at haf-lighted valleys, swift-flowing
rivers, and numerous patchworks of smal farms, many of them far removed from any sizable cities.

"That orientation,” growled Hammell, "was pretty effective.”

Roberts frowned at the screen and drifted down toward what looked at first like a collection of small
townsinsde astrong wal on abluff above awide swift-flowing river, with agranite paace near the
center, and anumber of large rectangular buildingsin many separate walled enclosures throughout the
city. Near the palace, on the other side of awide stone wall, was an open square that Roberts knew to
be the"Visitor's Campground.”

As Roberts headed toward it, the colondl stepped into the control room.

"When we set down, gentlemen, | am going to need the services of my ‘lawyer' and my ‘financia
advisor." My 'crew," however, isfreeto see the sights, and you'd better go through the city, and get as
good a sense of the general atmosphere as you can. Are the people content, or miserable? |s the place
well run? Are the people reasonably well fed? Take alook at the food-storage warehouses. L ook over
the roads. Watch for one particular phenomenon—If you've learned something in your orientation, and
it's contradicted by the facts here, there will be an instant of surprise and disorientation, and then the



incorrect fact will vanish like the memory of adream. Theingtant you fed that disorientation, hang on to
the memory of the mideading 'fact’ and tell methefirst chance you get. If PDA istrying to run our head
into anoose, we want to know it."

Roberts set the ship down, and they looked out at the capita city of Mardukash, one of the larger of
the planet's two dozen kingdoms.

Asthe colond conferred with the disguised Morrissey and Bergen, Roberts and Hammel put on
native-style loose blouse and trousers, under long white robes, and set out through the city.

Their knowledge of the generd layout proved accurate, and they found themselves walking down
wide cobbled streets that doped toward guttersin the center, with shopsto either sde whose owners
were putting up their shuttersto display earthenware jars, baskets woven of reeds, brightly-colored cloth,
cheap jewdry, woven hats with wide down-curving brims, and avariety of handmade iron tools. Here
and there, they passed more strongly built places, with iron grillesin front. These were spice shops and
the business places of goldsmiths.

Everyone Roberts and Hammell saw seemed brisk and cheerful.
"O.K. sofar,” said Hammdll. "Isn't one of their food-storage warehouses around here?"
"If wetake that street to the left up ahead, it ought to bring usto it.”

They turned left, and gradudly amassive gray stonewal cameinto view. Armed men, spearsand
bows ready, patrolled the walls. Beyond |loomed the tops of buildings, long and with steeply-doping
roofs, that they wanted to look at. But they soon found that the outer wall blocked their view of the
ingde

A long walk, past apart of the city devoted to stables for beasts that looked like akind of big
dender otter, and past a section devoted to the sale of seeds, and plows made of hard wood or iron,
brought them to the city's east gate. The gate was open, and beyond it, heavily braced from below, a
bridge reached out across awide ravine, turned ninety degrees toward the north, then swung ninety
degrees east again to reach the opposite bank. The bridge was wide, but had only aflimsy rail at the
edge. Just as Roberts and Hammell came up to it, agaily-dressed rider, gpproaching a agalop along the
dirt road to the east, was desperately dowing his mount. After amost plunging into the ravine, he called
out to the guards, "I come to purchase spice from far landul. May | enter?"

"Y es, friend, and we have the spice,” said the guard atop the wall. "For once, the cursed reefslet a
ship through unhurt. But enter at awak. No one rushes the latulon's capital at agallop.”

"So | see. Your roads are so good, compared to our own rutted bogholes, that | was careless. | will
bemoredert.”

The guard smiled. "'l observe you are anoble, so let mewarn you. If you useyour lashon a
commoner here, the latulon's guards will have you in aflash, and you will spend the night in poor
accommodeations, and go out in the morning with alighter pocket. On the other hand, if any commoner
attempts to provoke you, report it to the first guard you see, and the nuisance will be ended. Go through
with aplain, cheerful manner, and dl will bewdl. Try haughty airs, and you will have your foot inahole
from now till you leave. The latulon doesn't use the grand manner, and no one else can.”

"Ah?No one? And what then of the latulon's queen?’

"Of that, friend, say no more. In any case, no one knocks awoman's head off for pride, but you are
aman."

Smiling, the nobleman came through the gate, nodded to Roberts and Hammell, and trotted into the
city.

Roberts called up to the guards, "We are strangers here, and want to go up into those hillsto look at
the city from adistance. Isit dl right?"

"It ispermitted, but if you go beyond the open pastureland into the forest, it is dangerous. There are
beasts there that forage for nuts and the root bark of certain favored trees. They have an evil disposition,



and worse yet, they are armed with ahorn like adagger in the center of their foreheads. If you come
upon them amongst those trees, they will rip you open from groin to gizzard. Theonly safety istoclimb a
tree, and then you are stuck theretill they decide to move on. Owing to their disposition, they will starve
awhilein the hopethat thirst will bring you down. Best keep to the open. If they come at you there, yell
at thetop of your lungs, and run for your lives, downhill and away from the forest. They cannot catch
you, and will fear that your screamswill bring mounted men, who will atack them in the open. After a
short run and much snorting, which will increase your speed, they will give up.”

Roberts laughed and thanked the guard.
The guard smiled and waved, and they walked on up the dirt road into the open grassy hills.

When they were high enough, but still well below the trees, they looked back. From here, they could
see over the walls around the storehouses.

Each storehouse was white, made of a native concrete, and raised ten to fifteen feet off the ground on
massive arches. The storehouses were rectangular, with steep roofs that had awide overhang on all
sdes, and screened ventilators at the ends. Each was set apart from the others by a smooth, out-curving
cement wall some eight feet high, with atightly-fitted metd gate at either end.

Roberts and Hammell, studying the scene through binoculars, noticed men coming out of the
warehouses with the critical look of ingpectors, as others checked the walls and grounds. Wagons went
in through the meta gates, and the gates closed tightly behind them. The wagons pulled out of sght under
the storehouses, as other wagons reappeared heaped with yellow grain, to leave by the opposite gates.
Within and between the separate walled warehouses, there roamed animalsthat Roberts at first though
werethe local form of rats. But alittle more watching showed that they had no fear of the men, whoin
turn paid little attention to them. It followed that they were roughly the equivaent of barn cats.

After watching an hour or so the two men glanced a each other.

Everything they had seen spoke of foresight and good order. Without aword, they got up and
started back.

On theway, the city seemed more familiar than ever, until they reached the Visitor's Campground.
Here, the ship was practicaly lost from sight, in the center of ahost of tent makers and their poles, cords,
and gorgeousrallsof purple, gold, and yellow cloth, with wagons hagtily unloading chests and boxes,
then rattling off at afast trot, to bring in yet more merchandise.

When they findly located the colond, he was examining alarge ruby, while abeaming jeweler poured
out asdlection of flashing stones from a purple velvet bag. The colond excused himsdlf, listened to
Roberts report, then smiled.

"I think this place will be dl right. We ought to be ableto do it.”

Thefollowing days saw the colondl's fame spread. He was soon known as Y @ Den Garoujik—the
Star Prince Garoujik—and when the rumors of hiswealth and impressive dominion amongst the stars had
gpread widdly enough, the 1atulon, consumed with curiosity, had one of his court functionaries drop ahint
that His Highness might be willing to gracethe Y e Den'stable. The Y d Den promptly sent aninvitation
engraved on aslver plate, with an emerald at each corner for decoration.

The colond wasin the control room, his robes dung over the back of the control seat, when Bergen
popped in to tell him the latulon had accepted the invitation. The colonel nodded, and glanced back at a
small auxiliary screen, where the sgnd degarbler showed amember of the Interstellar Patrol's legd staff.

"ItsO.K., Vd," the staff member was saying. "Theloca PDA consul on the planet isn't likely to
interfere until later, if a all. PDA isso desperate to get this job done that they won't want to wreck it
unless you should blossom out with bribery, or coercion. They'll watch intently, though only an expertin
oy deviceswould know it. But they'll be watching only for any interferencein local affairs. Any effective
interferenceisillegd.”

The colond smiled. "All | intend to do istak—starting with the l1atulon.”



"I don't see how wordswill straighten this mess out.”

"They'rejust thefirg link in achain of events.”

"Well, good luck with the latulon, anyway. He's got a double-edge three-foot sword, remember.”
"Sure," said the colonel, smiling, "but he only usesit on people who don't do their jobs.”

* % %

That evening, the latulon, atal impressve figure in flowing robes, showed up with asmall but
businesslike escort, ate moderately of the feast spread out before him, and cheerfully accepted a
magnificent ruby put at his place with the dessert, according to local custom when entertaining royalty.

Heretired in abenevolent mood to the flowered terrace beside Y el Den Garoujik's pool, where the
starswere mirrored, as magical musicians played softly, rendered invisible by the power of the Ye Den's
wizards.

After alengthy but companionable silence, the latulon glanced thoughtfully around. " An entertainment
to dwell upon in pleasant memory, Y e Den Garoujik. | thank you.”

The colond bowed his head, and settled himsdlf to the customary flowery exchange of compliments.
"And | thank you, Gresat latulon, for your presence here."

"| have done nothing.”
"Thisisbut asetting for the jewe of your presence. What is the setting without the jewel ?*

The latulon looked a him with asmile. "Jewels are expensive, Y& Den Garoujik. One does not
spend of his substance to place ajewe in a setting unless he has a purpose.”

The colond, dightly off-baance, said courteoudy, "That istrue, Gresat latulon.”

The latulon leaned forward. "Then let usto the business, Ye Den. | am hung about the ears with
those who are too frightened of my sword to think, and with those who would not think if they could
think, because of the pain that would come with their first thinking. Around my borders dwell rulerswho
neither think nor work save when dire need rouses their hunger. | would sweep away thesetriflers, but
long thought shows me the task outweighs my resources. Thus | am condemned to a circumscribed
sphere, amongst fools and would-beidlers. What has brought the jewel to this setting, Y e Den, isnot the
thought of food and drink, or sweet music, though such things are pleasant, but the prospect of discourse
amongst equals. You are here for a purpose. Let us now to the purpose.”

The colond promptly discarded some carefully-prepared flowery phrases.

"In the future, many star shipswill travel near thisworld. Whoever can induce the rulersto accept the
landing of the people from these ships, will add much to histreasury.”

The latulon looked puzzled. "1 have heard of thisplan. But | tell you, Y& Den Garoujik, that no one,
unless he employs sorcerers of the highest degree, will persuade the rulers of thisworld to agree to such
athing. | will agreetoit. Therefore, without thought, my neighborswill disagree. They will not judge a
matter onitsmerits. They will not think. Hence they will not agree.”

"And yet, | believethereisone conditioninwhich dl therulers would agree”

The latulon shrugged.

"Have you amagic potion which will make them think, Y e Den Garoujik?"

"Unfortunately, only afew will think."

"But if only afew will think, and only those who think will agree, how can you say all will agree?’
"l say only, Thereisone conditioninwhich all the rulers would agree." "

“If dl think."

"y es"

"Wetravel in circles, and arrive nowhere. They arefools, and will not think."

"Foolsmay not think, yet dl the rulers might."



The latulon began to speak, and suddenly stopped. He turned to stare at the colonel, who looked
back quietly.

The latulon cleared histhroat. "Forgive my downess, Ye Den. | redize now, thereis some reason
why you would have the thought arisein my own mind with but ahint from you. | follow thetrail thusfar.
My ears are attuned, and my attention prepared, to grasp the ideawhen you st it free.”

"Y ou have roads here, Gregt latulon. What do you think of them?"

"I would not poison your air with my thoughts of them. The sireets are cobbled and bearable. In this
season, the roads, though most are narrow and winding, are not bad. In very early spring and in latefall,
mogt of them, because of mud, are good only as obstacles to an intruder. Man or beast will sink to his
hipsin the worst of these roads. Wagons disappear in them to the axles, and sometimes to the bed. Such
are our roads, and yet they are good enough for our needs. If wetravel far, we come to the border,
where the enemy has soldiersto put an arrow through usif we cross. Y our mention of roads carries me
nowhere, Y Den Garoujik."

"Then let your thought travel upon afiner road, Great |atulon—aroad such as can be made by
choosing the route with care, sending men ahead to clear the way, while others bring stone from the place
where the road has aready passed, and gravel and dirt, and pack it into place to make way for the
wagonsthat bring yet more dirt, stones, and gravel, from the places where this road has aready gone,
and that have been leveled to make it smooth. Such aroad could carry abig idea, anongst other
things—Such things as spice, gold, fine tools, and works of craftsmanship, which now must come by sea
and upriver, with many shipwrecks and at great cog.”

The latulon stroked hischin. "That isabig idea. But Y& Den, ideas of any size founder upon the
rocks of stupidity, asaspice ship on the coastd reefs. The kingswill not agreeto that, either.”

"Evenif they are paid thetolls?
The latulon looked blank.
"Tolls? What word isthat?"

"What merchantswould not gladly pay asmall feeto trade by land with far places? This payment, or
toll, would go direct to the king's treasury. Thiswould be a royal road, Great latulon, and each length of
it would be the persond property of the king through whose territory it passed. The king need only set up
astrong guardhouse by the road, and a gate on the road, and collect payment from every merchant who
passes through.”

The latulon sat back. "This appears to be a practical idea. Whoever refused to cooperate would
rouse the anger of those who wished to have the tolls, and hence hewould risk histhrone. If | understand
this, the royd treasuries would be paid much of that money now lost to rocks and storms, along the
whole length of the miserable coast.”

"True. And since the merchants need no longer fear these things, they should be willing to pay the
tolls. If dl those princes who do think should start work on such aroad—"

"Yes, but wait. Thereisaproblem. My kingdom, although far from perfect, isat least better ordered
than those of my neighbors. While | have aMaster of the Roads, they leave it to the peasantsto repair
the roads on threat of abeating. Y et the peasants are already busy in the fields, tending the crops, and
repairing the damage done by the feuds and hunts of the boisterous nobility of these countries. What with
the loca robbers, the nobility, and the lack of vermin-proof storehouses, thereis little excess from one
year to the next to carry themif they did work on the roads. Everything isill-ordered. With no Master of
the Roads, no work chiefs, no men accustomed to earn extra coppers each year on the road, and no
stored surplus of food, how can they build? The only system and method in such countriesis applied to
the army, the tax collector, and recruitment for the harem.”

The colond nodded, hisface expressionless. "And yet, such aroad would be of great benefit.”
"They will wish to build it. But they will be unable. Asthe carouser wishesto mount the steps, but his



limbswill not function.”

"Andyet, if your work chiefs had their peasantsto do the work—"

"Their peasantswould not do it for my men, even if my men had permission to cross the border.
Their peasants|eave their crops only on threat of the lash. Thereisno profit for theminit.”

The colonel said, in athoughtful voice, "What would happen if they were offered pay?'

"Their kingswill not deprive themselves, and their treasuries are as disordered as everything dse.”

"What if you paid them?"

Thelatulon looked a him flatly.

"You suggest that | pay out of my treasury to build their road?!

The colond said courteoudly, "It would be presumptuous of me to make such asuggestion. But it
occurs to me to wonder what would happen if you did?"

The latulon stared, started to get up, then paused. He gave alow exclamation. Findly he looked at
the colonel in astonished respect.

"Truly, Ye Den Garoujik, the man who thinks of such a plan thinks deep thoughts.”

Courteoudy, the colond said, "It merely seemed to me that such aroad might be a benefit to the
planet. | thought you would appreciate its virtues."

"Y ou need say no more, Yd Den Garoujik. And when the time comes to vote, count on meto favor
therest camp for the Star Men."

IX

From Mardukash, the colondl moved on to Sil, then Y arum, then Garanzol, and in each of these
places, good order reigned, and the colonel was listened to respectfully by rulers whose trend of thought
followed the same pattern as the latulon's. Each was in turn angered, then wide-eyed, at the thought of
subsdizing aroad for hisneighbors.

In each of these petty kingdoms, Roberts and Hammell found the people content, the troopsloya
and dert, and the storehousesfull.

Roberts, when not out gathering firsthand information, spent some time wondering about the colond's
plan. The basic idea seemed plain enough: The colone intended that the best-organized kingdoms should
combinein building agreat Roya Road that would benefit al the kingdoms by providing abetter route
than the hazardous sea journey.

But why should the richer kings suddenly turn into philanthropists? And what good did al thisdo for
Garoujik Congtruction and PDA? Roberts, puzzled, watched to see what would happen next.

When the well-organized kingdoms had been visited, the colondl had Roberts land &t yet another
Vistors Campground, and thistime Roberts reported that while the people seemed reasonably content,
there were Sgns everywhere of inefficiency.

"Be specific,”" sad the colond.

"Wadl, ar," said Roberts, "firgt, you've got to give the guards at the gate alittle something extrato 'ail
the hinges," in order to get in or out. Second, under the usua robes, the people wear the usua loose
blouse and long loose trousers. But in this place, they sdll aflat leather pouch you wear on aharness
under the rest of your clothes. That's on account of pickpockets. When we asked one of the merchants,
'What about the guards? he looked at us asif we were crazy, and said, 'The pickpockets divide with
them.' Third, the public storehousesin the city are dlive with rats. It ssemsthat the Great Zaragol paysa
bounty on every hundred rat tailsthat are brought in from the roya warehouses. The peoplein charge of



the roya warehouses don't get any sdary; they're supposed to live on the bonuses, and the more diligent
they are, they more they get. It sounds good, but they can't trap ratsin the warehouses unlessthere are

rats in the warehouses, and we saw one of these people toss a piece of mest to a cat, take a quick look
around, then bash the cat's head in and flip it over thewall."

"What do the people think of thesethings?'

Roberts shrugged. " 'So it has dways been. So it will dwaysbe.™

"Where do they get their food when the royd storehouses run out?!

"There are private storehouses that seem better managed, but they're dways|ow by the end of the
year. Then the Great Zaragol puts the squeeze on the farmersfor ‘trying to starve the people.’ He can
generaly wring something out of them so everyone getsthrough to the next harvest. If not, therésa
famine, and that lowers the population, so the next year's food supply will feed the remainder.”

The colond said somberly, "What about the army?'

"What soldiers we saw seemed tough and good-natured. It's hard to judge without knowing more,
but it looked asif the men were probably good fighters, but not well organized.”

"Thisfitswith what PDA told us" said the colond. "W, the thing is now in motion. Well just have
to keep an eyeon it, and see how it goes.”

Roberts said politely, " Speaking asjust anew recruit, sir, who doesn't know much, what are we
supposed to keep an eye on?"

The colond amiled. "Since we are inside this ship, Roberts, where PDAs receptors are being fed a
thoroughly fasified picture, | suppose we can be frank."

"Yes, gr," said Roberts.

"When a clandestine organization can't hope to get its god achieved directly, what do you suppose it
does?'

Roberts groped mentally. "Apparently, it will haveto go about it indirectly.”

"For ingance?"

"Wdl, ambush the opposition, tie up his communications, create diversons, wear him out with fase
dams—"

The colond nodded. "That's an armed military opposition. Suppose we consider the case of a few
men who wish to reorganize aplanet, and are forbidden to use force or large-scale bribery?!

"That's exactly what | don't see.”

"They may be ableto do it with an idea.”

"Sir, that sounds good, but—"

"Anideathat offersthelocalsavisblered or gpparent gain, but that has as an inescapable
by-product the starting of achain of eventsthat the majority of the locals do not redlize. Those who do
redize it may attempt to block it, but they will be silenced by the mgority, who see only the immediate
gain. Theresulting chain of eventsislike achemica reaction, Roberts, and athough exact details are
impossible to predict, the overal 'reaction’ proceedsinexorably, to thefina products—unlessanew
'reaction'—a different chain of events—is started by the intervention of some new factor."”

Roberts said hesitantly, "Sir . . . isn't that pretty theoretical ?"

"Very. In practice, the problem, of course, isto find some ideathat will apped to the locals for their
own reasons, and that incidentaly will start the desired chain of events.”

"Such achain of events has been sarted here?"

"Of course

"l don't seeit.”

"Youwill."



Roberts said wryly, "The Interstellar Patrol doesn't give information away, doesit?"

Thecolond amiled. "The Interstellar Petrol gives practically nothing away."

Roberts nodded.

"However," said the colond, "when you've learned alittle more about it, you will aso seethat the
Patrol placesvery few restrictions on what you can earn.”

Roberts said exasperatedly, "Sir, what is the Interstellar Patrol ?"

"That isapiece of information that you will haveto earn.”

"Andjust how do | earnit?’

"By discovering theway to find the answer.”

Robertssmiled. "And | supposeif | wanted to get rich, | could achieve that, too, if | could first figure
out what mysteriousthing to do to achieveit.”

The colone shrugged. "Y ou don't have to achieve that. Asfar asthat's concerned, you, Hammell,
and Morrissey, arerich.”

"Y ou mean, rich in companionship, or some such thing?'

"No," said the colond, "I mean richin money."

"Thisisnewstome"

"Then you don't understand how the Patrol works. When we take something, we pay for it. When
you three men came on board, you brought along a gadget far in advance of anything we had in that line,
and that promisesto be extremely useful—if something of a headache. But, if someone else had
discovered thisand used it againgt us, it would have been much more than a headache; hence, you have
brought us something extremely vauable. In return, you are given alarge money reward. Thisisonly far.”

Roberts said dazedly, "This can be drawn on?"

"Whenever you want, when you're not on assignment to a specific duty.”

"It was Morrissey who actualy worked out the device—"

"In gpportioning the amount of the payment, dl facts available to us and to SymComp were carefully
considered. But bear in mind, you brought the device into the Petrol, intentionaly or not, and thisweighs
heavily with us”

Roberts turned away, then paused, the colond's words playing themselves over in hismind. "
'SymComp? What's that?'

"One of those things you can learn about if you can discover how to find out what you want to
know."

Robertstold himself he had assmilated enough for now, anyway. "I'll try to figureit out, Sr, when |
accumulate the strength. Thanks very much for what you've told me."

"Perfectly al right, Roberts. Y ou were entitled to it. Otherwise, | wouldn't havetold you."

* * %

Asthe days passed, the results of their efforts began to show up. Going out into town, they could not
help but hear word of the "Great Road,” asthe people called it. Soon, they saw amore tangible
s gn—peasants who rode into town on weekends, money jingling in their pockets. Business picked up
and became brisk. A boom devel oped, and merchants and artisans labored overtime to supply goods to
meet the demand. Then, asthe road came closer, the [aborers began to come into town on weekday
evenings

Watching the cheerful throngs buy necessities, and later watching them buy the worthless trinkets that
increasingly appeared in the shops, Roberts began to fed uneasy. Approaching a peasant laden with
severd dozen strings of glass beads, three stuffed dalls, alarge bolt of chegp cloth, and fifteen pairs of
sandals dung over his shoulder on awoven grass cord, Roberts spoke apologetically.



"Pardon me, gir, but | am astranger here. If you will excuse my ignorance, | would wishto ask a
question.”

The peasant looked at him with shrewd good humor. "Ask away. But speak quickly, as| must return
on the Great Road tonight with these goods." A glint of pride showed in hiseye.

Roberts said apologetically, "I mean no offense. . . perhapsitisjust that | am astranger here. . . but
| seem to notice a spending of good money for what, where | come from, some might think to be goods
more for pleasure than for use. | mean no offense, but only wonder at such fregly-spent wedlth.”

The peasant smiled and nodded. "We are al become like nobles, and spend money asthey do. Itis
that the Neighbor King, who builds the Great Road, spendslavishly of his substance, for labor that isno
worse than aman must do in hisown fidsfor haf the sum or less. Thus we have quickly supplied our
needs, and that done, to what use shal we put the money? True, some of the silver can be put in the
floor, and the spot smoothed over, but to earn much money and spend little isto tempt robbers, and that
isnot wise. Why should not my wife have that which will please her eye, and my children have that which
will enliven their play, and keep sharp stones from their feet—especidly when these are things that will be
seen by those who stedl, and these things will say to them, 'No money here. That fool Ayok has thrown it
al awvay on hisfamily." Eh?" The peasant jabbed Roberts lightly with hiselbow. "Are we, then, such
fools?'

Roberts smiled. "Not now that | understand it. Y our words have cleared up the mystery."

"Come work on theroad. The silver flood cannot last forever, but whileit lasts, it is better than to
break your back in thefields. Nearly al who farm, and can reach the Great Road, will have awelcome
rest thissummer. Y ou can sharein the wedth."

Roberts smiled. "Perhgps | will. Thank you."
Thefriendly pessant moved away.

And then, like ablow to the back of the head, suddenly the next link in the colonel's chain of events
came across to Roberts.

Here, dl around him, spending cheerfully the money earned on the road, were alarge proportion of
the farmers of the country.

Acrossthe road, under the sign "L ogash and Brothers," grain and dried vegetables were being
weighed out to aline of children who handed over their coppers, and hurried home with the food they'd
been sent to pick up.

As, acrossthe street, |ast year's grain was weighed out from the storehouses, over here the peasants
laughed and joked, and then headed home to rest up for another day's work—on the road.

"My God," said Roberts.

He walked across the sireet, uncertain exactly what he had in mind, and nodded to a smiling man
who stood in the storehouse, alittle back from the wide doorway, watching the money rattle into histill.

"Sir?" said the man, hdf-bowing. "Will you have dar, gadron, or perhaps a measure of nerbash?
We have dried rashids, pinths, and still some ground-nuts, though we are completely out of tekkary. |
believe Gashar, across town, has some, but beware his gadron. It issaid therats have been in it, though
donot say | saidit.”

Roberts said heditantly, "1 am astranger here—"
The man said warily, "Do you have money?"
llYall

"Ah, but you do not know our ddlicacies? Wdll, our rashids and ground-nuts are very good this
year. The rashids are three coppers the bunch, and the ground-nuts are asmall silver-piece for one hand
of them. Itishigh, but thisisthe last of the season's. Will you buy?'

"YS,"



"I will serveyou mysdlf. Ah, thisRoad isagreet thing, isit not? When it is done, we will have spice
from far landul, and not at the price of two hands of slver whedlsto the haf-leaf of spice, elther.”

Roberts said hesitantly. "But the Road takes many farmers from their work, doesit not?"

"Y es, but how else? Who would not work at double the wage for less |abor? Everyone prospers.
Look at the money flow! Even those who do not work on the Road are rich, because of what they sdll to
the road workers!"

Robertstried again. "How will the harvest be thisyear, do you think?'

"Who can say? Thereis something no man knows. But well get through. There are those who say
that this prosperity will go on forever. And why not? If thereis much slver, men can buy. And if they
buy, other men have the silver and they can buy. Thusis everyone become prosperous. Hereyou are, Sir.
Thank you. If you find my goodsto your liking, come back, and | think you cannot do better. Y ou will
find no rat tails and offa weighed out to you from my scales, even with the scrapings before harvest.™

Dumbfounded, Roberts nodded and started back to the ship. On the way, he stopped, and gave his
purchaseto alittle girl, who accepted it smilingly, and looked wonderingly after the somber stranger
before running in to hand the food to her mother.

X

The Road approached the city, at first as a sound of crashing trees, and the shouted orders of men
urging on beasts of burden. Then the crews clearing away the forest and bridging the streams actualy
cameinto view. Then came the bulwark of yellowish-brown dirt, rocks, and gravel, more dirt, rocks and
gravel, endlessy cascading down as doubl e files of wagons unloaded and went back, and endless lines of
men, carrying wicker baskets between them, filled the gaps between the wagons, then waked back
snglefileto let the unloaded and now faster wagons go ahead. To elther sde of the Road, svarms of
men cleared away the undergrowth, and made tangled barriers of felled trees as a discouragement to
robbers when the road should be put into use.

The city, by now, wasin the grip of delirious prosperity, the men working overtimeto fill the
unheard-of demand for goods, and the women and children coming out in crowds, to observe the steady
advance of the cause of dl thiswedlth. Silver and copper changed handsin amagicd flow, but Roberts
and Hammél, going out into the countryside to look at the farms, saw only kitchen gardens, tended by
the women of the families, and weedy fields, with occasiond boys, too young for heavy work, out pulling
up thorny vines, lest they grow big and interfere with the next year's harvest. At rareintervas, therewasa
good field, tended by an old man, who preferred to stay home, and do work he was used to, rather than
make the trip to work on the road. But, with rare exceptions, the food-producing regions within reach of
the Road were awasteland.

"Will you have enough,” Roberts asked aroad worker in town, "when the stored food is gone?’

"Oh, Shachrim and Fazir have many good farmers, and when the Road crosses the border, we can
buy from them. This Road will solve many problems. We never could buy from them before until after the
ground froze, because the roads were so bad. Now al will be different. Excuse me, now, good g, | am
amoneyed person, and have many important purchasesto attend to."

At lat, there was nothing more for Roberts and Hammell to report to the colonel. The colondl, who
each day lifted off with Morrissey and Bergen to observe the progress of the different sections of the
Road, suggested that Roberts and Hammell go to work on the Road. Then they could report to him the
mood of the road workers on the job.

Carrying alarge wicker basket between them, Roberts and Hammell reported for work the next day,
and by noon were exhausted, though the peasants around them trudged sturdily on without complaint.



Angered at this unexpected weakness, Roberts and Hammell were grimly persisting in the middle of the
afternoon when a shout went up somewhere ahead. Lost in the rhythm of the work, they set down the
basket, tilted its load down the face of the advancing head of the Road, and were starting back when a
murmur of dismay went up around them. They cameto sufficiently to look around, and therein the
distance was another tongue of dirt, gravel, and ssone—the head end of aroad advancing toward them
from the direction of Shachrim and Fazir.

Asthe men and wagons milled, awork chief's voice rose angrily.

"Let thework go on! Foold! It isonly another part of the Grest Road! Did you think we would build
it al oursalves?'

"But if they, too, aredl a work on the Road—"

"Will you have your pay docked? Work, | say! Out of theway of the wagons, there!’ A large, strong
hand roughly seized Roberts by the arm, and shoved him ahead of Hammell. "Keep moving! When you
are back with the next load, you can take another look. All of you, keep moving! "

By the end of the day, when the gong sounded that signaled the end of the work, the two roads were
close enough together so that the men from both work parties mingled. Roberts and Hammell could hear
the same exclamations from both sides, with just dightly different accents:

"How are your crops over there?"

"What crops? We know you will have agreat surplusin such ayear asthis, and with the Road, we
can buy from you!"

"But we planned to buy from you! "

Before their eyes, the confident cheerful faces grew frightened.

"Thereisnothing to do, then, but to buy from the hill people and the backlanders. But the hill people
have such poor land, there will belittleto sell us. And to get over theriver and swamp from the
backlands to here with adecent load of grain will beimpossible until the ground freezes."

Roberts and Hammell looked at each other.

Another link in the chain of cause and effect had come into view.

Xl

The two ends of the Great Road were joined, and abruptly the flood of money ceased. Men at once
set out into the hill country, and aong the back roads, to find out if conditions were as bad asthey
seemed. Already, the price of food was climbing, as hoards of silver earned on the Road were used to
buy what was worth till more—food.

And then the men who had goneinto the hills began to straggle back with the bad news. Here and
there were those who had food enough for themselves, and would not sl it at any price, because then
they would starve. The backlanders had some extrafood and were willing to sl it. But after the harvest
wasin, thefdl rainswere sure to begin. Then the streamswould fill, the rivers overflow, and thelong
winding roads would be more impassable than ever. Nothing would get through until the ground froze.
That meant famine,

Already, Roberts and Hammell, serving as scouts for the colonel, could notice that people looked
thinner.

Robertssad, "They'rerationing themselves."
Hammell nodded. " They've been through scarcity before. But probably never likethis."
Asthe days did into weeks, they redlized it was no longer aquestion of "rationing.”



Now, asthe price of food climbed, other prices began to fdl, the proprietors of shops hoping to sdll
something, anything, so they could pay the ever-risng cost of food.

As Roberts and Hammell, during abrief hot break in the rainy weather, passed the barred front of a
slver-smith's shop, avoice caled, "This copper tray, good sirs. | will let you haveit for nearly nothing.
One hand of small silver coins, good sirsl See the workmanship!™

An old woman, passing in the dusty street with her gray robestightly wrapped around her, hissed,
"Dont doit. You will garvewithout Slver."

The voice came again from the barred shop front.

"Or will you have this burnished bowl? Of good solid workmanship, and it shineslike gold! Four
dlver coins, good Srs—the smdl ones. That isdl!"

A cloud of dust whipped down the street, and with adry rattle aflurry of leaves whirled from the
trees.

The old woman was gone around a corner, but the slversmith's voice still followed them.

"Three slver coins, good drdl | mistook the price! Three smdl silver coing! | have sold them for more
than twenty. Comelook. Look at it! It isafine bowl."

They passed open shops, where people sat listlessly, then there was a sudden scurry of dust and
leaves, and asmall hand clasped Roberts robes.

He looked down to see athin face with neatly-combed brown hair, and large beseeching eyes. The
face was vagudy familiar, and after amoment, Roberts remembered her. Thiswasthelittle girl hed given
food to, the night that he'd first redlized the famine was coming. He looked at her, and her gaze never
wavered. The large eyesin the thin face held asteady look of faith.

Robertstook from his pocket alarge silver coin, one of the kind locally called "whedls" because of
their sze and the design on the back.

Thelittle girl took it, stepped back and bowed low. Then she ran unsteadily down the street toward
the food storehouse.

The wind whipped another flurry of leaves from the trees, and they rattled on the shop roofs, then
blew acrossthe roofsinto the streets, to be caught up in whirling clouds of dust, and then rushed aong,
end-over-end, down the Street.

Something gripped Roberts by the trouser leg.

A thin-faced boy said in asing-song voice, "Please, good Sir, give me silver. Or my mother dies.”
Hammell said harshly, "A woman across the street just sent him out to beg.”

The boy repested, in the same singsong tone, "Please, good sir, give me silver. Or my mother dies.”

The boy's eyes blurred, and he clung to Roberts trouser leg, his hand clasping the white robe on top,
and thetrouser benegth, asif hewereclinging to lifeitsdf.

He began again, in asingsong tone, "Please, good sir, give me silver. Or my mother dies.”
Robertstook out eight to ten smal and medium slver coins, and handed them to him.
The boy shut his eyes, swalowed painfully, and then stepped back and bowed.
"Comeon," sad Hamméll.

From a pottery shop up theroad, alittle girl, her face and hands painfully thin and her belly swollen
out with gas, teetered into the road, looked around listlesdy, then started toward the two men. Hammell
angrily threw afew small silver coinsin the dust before her, and strode past, his hand on Roberts arm
propelling him a afast pace.

"All that thisgiving to beggars does," growled Hammell, "isto shift the Sarvation from one mouth to
another. Look."

They'd reached a private food warehouse, where awoman stood by a barred window, under asign,



"Siver Only."

From thiswarehouse, the little girl was walking very soberly back toward her home, carrying, hugged
to her body, a small coarsely-woven bag. Seeing Roberts, she paused and bowed, then went on, walking
afew steps unsteadily, then bresking into atottering run.

Roberts turned and |ooked back, and for amoment, he saw the little girl at the corner, her bag of
food clutched tightly to her. Then she vanished down the Strest.

With amoan, the wind picked up, and the air filled with dried leaves, and clouds of brown dust
rushed down the Street.

Roberts drew a careful breath, and looked at the food warehouse.

The woman there was holding abundle in one arm, and in the other, outstretched, severa
medium-sized Slver coins,

"But | have themoney.”

From the barred window came a patient voice.

"But we do not have thefood. We haveno grain a al, and will have no more roots and groundnuts
till the hillmen comein againto sl to us. We havejust sold thelagt.”

"But | have the money, and my child must eat.”

"Then go and try another storehouse. It may be that they have some. We have only enough for
ourselves, and we live only from week to week. We cannot sdll you what we do not have.”

"l will pay you twicethe price."

"Ten timesthe pricewill not buy it. It isgone.”

The woman turned away, then hesitated.

"Will you sdl mealittle of your food? Just alittle—"

The voice from the grilled window was pitying.

"No onewill sdl you their own food. What good issilver to acorpse?’

The woman turned, and walked dowly away, passing close by Roberts and Hammell asif not seeing
them. Roberts had his hand in his pocket, and if the woman had even looked at him, he would have given
her al thelocal money he had left. But she looked neither to the right nor the left as she walked by.

After sheld passed, Hammell shook his head. "It would have done no good anyway. Thetrouble here
is, there isn't enough food. When you give money, you merely shift the food from one mouth to another.

Robertsfelt sck and weary.

"Let's go on back. Weve seen enough.”

On theway back to the ship, they passed asmall group of men and women beside afelled tree, The
men were methodically stripping away the bark, while the women with sharp knives clipped off the ends
of thetwigs, dropping them into large baskets. They worked methodicaly and steadily, only looking up
fearfully from timeto time, asif afraid someone might come and take away what they had.

Back at the ship, Roberts and Hammell discovered avisitor in theform of asmaler ship marked with
adgtring of numbers, and the letters, PDA. The colonel was just coming out, shaking his head.

"Thereisnothing | can do. It'saquestion of time and freight capacity. Let's say apound of food per
person per day will barely sustain their lives. How many people do you say areinvolved?’

An earnest-looking man appeared in the hatchway of the PDA ship.

"We don't know. We lack the facilities to say accurately, but on the whole continent—it could be
anywhere from ten million to one hundred million persons.”

The colone shook hishead. "If it's one hundred million, it will require ashipping capacity of fifty
thousand tons per day. Where will we get the shipping? The food itsdlf is problem enough. | know of no
stocksin frontier regions on any such scale asthat. And werewd| out at the edge of the frontier. Now,



thisfood will have to be brought from agreat distance, and that will take time. When we get it here, it
will haveto be distributed. Can you begin to conceive of the organization thiswill require? I'm not
equipped to begin to do this. Possibly PDA hasthe organization to handleit.”

"I ... I'verecelved word we cannot handleit. I'd hoped you—"

"It'sentirely beyond me. | redlized, of course, when | suggested this road asameansto facilitate
surfacetransport and . . . ah.. . . culturd interchange, that some dight didocation might result, but | didn't
redize—Y ou know, inaway | fed responsble—"

"Not at dl, gr. We a Planetary Development have dl been most impressed with the humanitarian
seflessness of this project.”

"Wadl . . . thank you. That meansagreat ded to me. All | can say is, we did urgethat asufficient
proportion of the population be retained in essential occupations—"

The colond paused, and glanced around at ajangling, clattering noise.

A dlittering carriage, driven by awell-fed coachman and drawn by four deek beasts of burden, came
toastopinacloud of dust. A footman riding in back sprang off and pulled open the door. A second
footman legped off the back, ran around, and swung down a heavily-braced step. Animmensely fat man
in gold and scarlet robes, glittering rings on every finger, lunged out of the carriage, hisface purple with
rage, and faced the PDA representative.

"Itisatrick ...aswindle! | demand aid of the Star Men! Y ou are their consul—you must help me!™

The PDA officid said consderately, "We are right now trying to find some meansto assst your
people, Y our Supremacy. But—"

"Assg my people? Why worry about them? Enough of them will live over to breed back to norma.
Weve had famines before. It'sthis latulon of Mardukash—HE's the one who makesthe trouble!”

The PDA consul's head drew back at the words, "Enough of them will live over to breed back to
normal." He stared at the local king, started to speak, and then his jaw snapped shuit.

"Now," said the enormous scarlet-robed figure, "Y ou will see how crafty thisfelow is. | have just
had word, by messenger on my Road, that he will sall me 'enough grain to feed your people, a only a
hand of coppersthe half-measure,’ but | have to buy in bulk, and pay for it myself in big lots. And |
must send word back at once! "

The consul stared, then suddenly became excited. "Y our hereditary enemy offers food? Then you
must take it!"

"Take it?Not so fast. Thisisahigh pricel"
"But food is bound to be high. Thereisafamineg!”

"Not in Mardukash, thereisn't. The low born vermin keep their storehouses better than the palace. It
isahigh price. If | buy thisfood, my treasury will run out, | will not be ableto pay my own army. That
meansruin. But | have to buy, because word of this offer is being spread amongst the people. | will have
arevoltif | do not buy! It'sal this cursed Road! If it were not for that, the peasants would have raised
their crops, and—even if we had afamine—no one could have got food in over the roads, o no outsider
could have interfered.” He shook hisfist. "I demand that you destroy the Road!™

The consul looked staggered, then outraged. With an effort, he unclenched hisfigts.

"l am afraid | cannot associate mysalf with such an attitude, Y our Supremacy.”

"Y ou, too, en?" Thelocd king whirled around, and lunged back into the carriage, which sagged and
swayed with loud creaks from the springs. "Back to the palace!”

The footmen snapped up the step, shut the door, and sprang on in back. The driver cracked his
whip. The carriage whirled around in acloud of dust, and shot out of sight down the road.

The consul stared at the dwindling cloud of dust.
"Incredible! A pure paranoid reaction!”



The colonel shook his head sadly, "In view of his attitude, possibly achangetoa. . .er... more
dable executive. . . might actudly beablessing in disguise.”

"Yes. It certainly would. If the latulon actudly brings food from his storehouses, he, at least, is
showing theright attitude!™

The colonel nodded approvingly.
The PDA consul dowly passed his hand over hisface. "If only they were all likethe latulon!”

Three days later, his offer having been refused, the latulon's army came down the Roya Road like an
avaanche, brushed aside asmall force sent out to guard the border, clashed in asavage fight with the
main body of the defending army, and wasjust entering the capital when theloca king, surrounded by his
mounted dite guard, shot out of the palacein awar chariot studded with double-edged knives, with a
heavy oblong chest strapped into the chariot, gained the Road, and headed for the neighboring kingdom
of Fazir. The Road offering excellent speed, he was steadily approaching the border of Fazir when afast
moving body of troops appeared in the distance ahead. This developed into the ditted and |oop-holed
armored coach and household guard of the Arawak of Fazir, who was himself seeking sanctuary from
the Ribar of Zaroom, the Ribar having fomented an uprising by offering food to the starving populace of
Fazir.

Asthe two kings conferred, there appeared from each direction the rapidly-advancing cavary of the
latulon and the Ribar.

The two trapped kings briefly gripped each other by the arms. They whipped out their swords, and
gprang back into their vehicles.

The chariot and the armored coach whirled around, pointed toward the enemy, and two angry voices
rang out together.

"Chargel”

The household cavdry leveled their lances. The war vehicles thundered ahead of them down the
road. The cavary of the latulon and the Ribar went from atrot to agallop.

Asthe antagonists met in afind bloody clash, dready from Mardukash and Zaroom the grain
wagons were creaking, heavily-laden, down the Royal Road from the swollen storehouses toward their
famine-gtricken neighbors.

XII

The colond, looking like himsdlf again, sat back at his desk, and looked over hisfour promising new
recruits, once more recognizable as Roberts, Hammell, Morrissey, and Bergen.

"Y ou see, gentlemen, achain of events, if properly made, appears, one link after the other, very
logicaly and inescapably. And heré'—he picked up aydlow message form—"isthefina link were
interested in, so far asthis chain of eventsis concerned.”

Roberts glanced at the paper, toread, " . . . In new vote, the surviving rulers have agpproved building
of aRest & Refit Center. Garoujik Corporation has subcontracted the actual construction work to
Krojac Enterprises, and work is expected to begin at once. . ."

Roberts said, "The latulon, the Ribar, and the other efficient kings were able to end the famine?”’

"Out of their accumulated stocks, they were ableto easeit greatly, until the ground froze, and it
became possible to aso get food in quantity from the producing regions still cut off by bad roads. Then,
between them, they built up stocks to get through the rest of the year on areasonably normal basis.”

"Why didn't anybody foresee this? To try to even suggest it to them was enough to drive you mad.”



The colondl nodded. "There were only so many people here to seeit, and they were dl too busy
seeing something el se. The peasants saw the money they were offered. Overdl alocation of effort wasn't
their job. That job belonged to the kings. Their attention was on the money they'd get when the Roya
Road wasfinished. If there was afamine—Wadll, they'd gotten through famines before. The consul, of
course, should have seen it, but he is highly-educated, in economics that comes out of books written on
highly devel oped worlds. 'Subsi stence economy’ isa pair of words that doesn't mean much on highly
developed worlds. What countsthereis capital accumulation and technologica development. But
wherever, for whatever reason, you're just able to produce enough food—or anything else you've got to
have to exis—any diversion of effort from that work is fatal .

"The consul,” said the colondl, "may have known it mentaly, but it was about asred to him asthe
words 'cave bear,' when he reads about the experiences of humanity's remote ancestors. To people
who've experienced the thing, the word ‘famine meansawhole lot more."

Robertsinvoluntarily shivered asthe colone spoke theword "famine.”
"Sir, doesthe Interstelar Patrol get involved like this very often?’

The colonel nodded soberly. "It hasto. The universe isn't made out of cotton candy. Our job isto get
things done. And often thereis no other way."

Hamméel sad, "Sir, how many people had to dieto get that R & R Center in?"

"Very few," sad the colond. "Because the Stuation was thought out carefully.”

Roberts said, "If thered been an error?

"Millions of people could have died."

"That'sabig responshility.”

"Itis. It requires thorough and determined training to be able to bear the responsbility. It'sahelp if

you enter on your initid training with someideawhat'sin front of you. A manislesslikely to throw away
something if he knows hewill desperately need it later.”

Roberts said, "We are about to start our training?”

"You are," the colond answered.

The four recruitslooked at each other grimly.

The colond said, "That will bedl, gentlemen. Y ou have tomorrow off. Then you begin training.”

Roberts, Hammell, Morrissey, and Bergen filed from the room. The last man out closed the door
gently.

The colond glanced at the wall above his desk, where gradualy the strongly built keen-eyed man
who had given him the problem cameinto view, smiling.

The colond said, "What do you think?!

"I think you made the point. And it's an important point. Without it, haf the training could be wasted.”
The colonel nodded.

"I think they're motivated,” he said.



THE NITROCELLULOSE DOORMAT

Colonel Vaentine Sanders of the Interstellar Patrol tightened the restraining web as, around him, the
globular screen showed the recorded scene of jungle and Space Force combat infantry.

Just ahead, beyond athin screen of leaves, water poured in awide sheet over arock ledge, to foam
and roar amongst the tumbled stone blocks below. On al sides, the blue-green trunks of giant trees
twisted up through green twilight toward a sky that could be seen only as occasiona patches high
overhead. Through one of these rare openings, ashifting oblong of light shone down on the tangle of
intertwined mossy roots on the jungle floor.

Theair, hot, rank, and damp, with only afaint suggestion of a breeze, added the find touch to an
illuson of redlity that was amost complete.

The colond glanced back. Through the trees, men darted forward, obvioudy well-trained, in good
condition and aert, but very lightly armed. A little upstream of the waterfdl, alightly armed infantryman
crawled out behind amossy log, to peer through straggling weeds at the far bank of the stream.

The stream, about eight inches deep, and roughly forty feet across, was flowing swiftly over abed of
rock, strewn with occasiond logs and flat stone dabs. The far bank rose steeply about eight feet high,
topped by gently waving leafy branches.

What was atop the bank, behind the leaves, was anyone's guess.

Frowning, the colonel glanced a the Space Force infantryman lying behind the log. The colonel could
think of anumber of devicesfor solving the problem of that bank, but the infantryman's only weapon
seemed to be adug-throwing rifle, and his only protection appeared to be ahelmet. The usud equipment
of the Space Force combat infantry was such that one man armed as usua would have been more
formidable than athousand men armed like this.

Behind thelog, the infantryman now bunched himsdlf, asif to crossthe stream in arush. But then he
paused and looked again. First, he would have to drop down the bank on the near side of the stream.
Then there would be the splashing rush acrossforty feet of water, flowing over an uneven rock bottom
that was probably coated with dime. Then there was the problem of getting up the bank on thefar side.

Theinfantryman gave adight shake of the head, and crouched lower. Without his usua equipment,
his specia skillswould be aburden. He would congtantly fedl the need to use this or that piece of
equipment—which he didn't have.

Scowling, the colond looked around. In this Situation, aband of aborigines could daughter the best
troopsin existence.

Now a second infantryman, in amottled green-and-gray camouflage suit, crawled forward and
tugged at the first man's ankle. The two talked in low murmurs, then the second man crawled forward to
take alook. He shrugged, scrambled out from behind the log, and did over the bank. As he splashed out
into the stream, the first man shoved hisrifle forward and watched the far bank.

A third infantryman eased forward behind atree as, halfway across the stream, the second dipped
and fell. A fourth man crawled up behind alow pile of mossy rocks, and peered out at the far bank. The



second, hiswet uniform clinging to him, limped through the rushing water. A fifth and asixth infantryman,
aslightly armed astherest, dipped forward through the trees.

In hismind's eye, the colondl could see the whole near bank filling up with men stopped by that
stream. He stared out acrossit, to see the second man find a handhold, and start to haul himself up the
far bank, where the leaves moved gently in the breeze.

From behind the delicately waving leaves, brilliant lines sprang horizontally acrossthe stream, to dice
through brush, trees, and men like knives of light. Dazzling puffs of luminous vapor reached acrossthe
stream, and on the near bank blazing fireballs burst in explosions of bright dropletsthat |eft criss-crossing
tracks like athousand fiery spiderwebs. On al sides, the ground lifted in eruptions of flying dirt and rock.

The edges of the restraining web bit in hard as the colone forgot himsalf and sought cover. With an
effort, he relaxed and looked around at the recorded chaos of blurs as the viewing head | ft the site of the
ambush. The record abruptly came to an end, and the screen around him went blank.

The colond took a deep breath, and unlatched the restraining web. The globular screen divided into
sections and swung up, to nest itsalf out of sight overhead.

The colond glanced across the room, where the strongly built Section Chief, his penetrating blue eyes
alight with anger, looked up from aviewer, snapped out the record spool, and said, "What do you think
of it, vd?'

"Those were Space Force combat infantry?"

"Correct. Their best.”

"If we used men like that, we'd be finished in amonth.”

"The circumstances were peculiar. Take alook at this." The Chief tossed acrossthe little spool, and
the colonel bent to snap it into aviewer on a stand nearby.

A Space Force brigadier general, spare, trim, and frowning, appeared.

"The scene you've just witnessed was the beginning of an action that destroyed the 1866th Combat
Infantry Regiment. Thiswas one of our crack units—every man wasfirst-rate. Four days earlier, the
1728th Combat Infantry was wiped out in asimilar action. By 'wiped out,' | mean destroyed as a unit.
Both regiments suffered over eighty percent killed. Most of the remainder were serioudy wounded. Only
atotd of thirty-one men remained fit for service from these two actions.

"These defeats were inflicted on us on the planet Terex, an earthlike world with people like ourselves.
Although their technology was not very advanced, Planetary Devel opment considered them so far
advanced in other respects that they granted the planet provisiond status. About two years ago, a series
of petty revolts broke out on Terex. Theloca government appeded for help. Planetary Development
Authority is sympathetic to the locas, and regards the planet as a showcase of ‘interplanetary
cooperation.' PDA, therefore, put this request for help through in record time, and we were ordered in to
straighten out the Situation. We were a so ordered, in the strictest terms, not to offend local sensihilities.
Thelocas, while not very advanced technologicaly, have a powerfully developed set of priestly
hierarchies, and we were not to interferein religious metters.

"Unfortunatdy, little by little it developed that the loca gods are dlergic to modern technology. They
don't like air transportation, or mechanized ground transport, or computers, satellites, or any of avery
large variety of our weapons. The high priests explained that our equipment creates 'bad vibrations.” A
reconnaissance satelliteisa'new gtar,' which disrupts al kinds of astrologica consderations. Gravitors
are anathema—they 'warp the lines of destinic action.’ Aircraft are 'solid objects which unnaturaly cut the
rays of influence of the stars." Ground transport isdl right, provided it doesn't get its motive power from
‘unnatura hegt,' which 'disturbs the solar influence.' For smilar reasons, al manner of our weapons can't
betolerated. All these things become religious matters. If we didn't obey these injunctions, we would be
irrdigious. Thiswould offend loca senshilitiesin theworst way, and thet is exactly what we were
ordered not to do.



"Now, this Stuation didn't present itself in aclear-cut way. It developed piecemed. At firdt, thelocas
enthusiastically welcomed our troops. Next, the priestsinsisted that it would be necessary not to use this
or that device or wegpon. Gradudly, bit by bit, the situation changed. Thefinal result wasthat our men
wound up practicaly disarmed.

"To begin with, too, the guerrilla problem didn't look too bad, and the local transportation system,
that we were going to have to rely on if we didn't use mechanized transport, seemed reasonably reliable.

"Unfortunately, weran into alocal religious sect called the Skaga cult. This gang operates on the
theory that 'good can be made out of evil.' The Skagas do evil to othersin confidence that the 'balance
whed of fate will return good to the victim, evening up the score with no effort on the Skagas part. The
Skagas evidently decided the Space Force wasripe for alot of good done by their specia methods.
Without our even knowing there was such acult, they infiltrated the loading stations where our supplies
aretransferred to the local transportation system, set up ablack market, and began sdlling our weapons
to al comers—including the guerrillas.

"Meanwhile, we weretrying to prevail on theloca priesthood to reconsider the ban on our weapons.
They finally agreed to let certain banned weapons be used, tentatively. We rushed them down to the
planet, and, thanks to the Skagas, the guerrillas got the weapons first. By torture, they forced our
captured troops to explain the wegpons.

"The guerrillas, incidentally, had the advantage by now. Our men weren't properly armed, didn't
know loca conditions, and were fighting in away they weren't used to. The guerrillas dedlt out arough
series of partia defeats, and then, using our own recently shipped weapons, wiped out two of our best
regiments.

"Our loca commander found himself with aseries of defeats, awell-organized black market draining
off suppliesfrom the transportation network, a powerful guerrillamovement well supplied with our own
weapons, and worst of al, alarge proportion of the people who suddenly regard the Space Force, and
humans generally, asinferior beings. 'See,' the argument goes, 'the Skagas are smarter, and the guerrillas
are better warriors. The spacemen are weaklings. They cannot manage their own affairs. They are unfit to
lead others.’ The result of this attitudeis every kind of obstruction and irritation, with the prospect of
much worsein the near future.

"To straighten out this mess, our commander on the planet could see only one thing to do—use
stronger wegpons. But, by now, even thiswon't work, unless we carry out agenera daughter. Too large
apart of the populaceis now sympathetic to the guerrillas. And we are still hamstrung by our orders. To
get them changed, through channdls, is proving avery dow process. Well—when the final casudty lists
from the two big ambushes came in, our commander shot himsalf. The mess has now been turned over to
me"

The Space Force general drew a deep breath.

"Thisgtuation is now so hopelessy confused that | will be frank and say that | am out of my depth. |
hereby respectfully request interservice assstance.”

The colond snapped the spoal out of the viewer, walked over, and handed it back. The Chief, sitting
back flipping through a bulky set of printed sheets, took the spool without looking up, and shoved athick
sheaf of reports across the desk. "Here."

The colonel took them and scowled.

"Are we supposed to read that Suff?"

"That'sthe generd idea.”

"By the time we get through, half the combat infantry in the Space Force could be buried on Terex."

"Just skimit. We aren't going to be able to prepare as thoroughly for thisjob asl'd like."

"Why not put it through the mill, and makeit into an orientation?"

"Too redigtic. Thisway, the misinformation hasto go through afine-mesh seve beforeit getsinto our



minds"
The colonel frowned, and opened up the topmost report, to skim rapidly:

The Gr'zaen Religion:
Sun-Wor ship on Terex

by

J.K. Fardd, Ph.D.
While Terexian sun-worshipers, like those of other religions, onthisplanet . . . gladly
welcome convertsto their religion . . . they, too, have the regrettable habit of decapitating
those who seek to observe their rites. . . A further obstruction to objective research . . .
arises out of the fact that those who seek to question the true believers regarding religious
details are soon shunned, while atrue believer who reved s details of the ritesand
practicesis. . . likely to be punished by hideous torture. Therefore, despitetheuseof . . .
Spy devices. . . adrictly accurate and complete description of the Gr'zaen rdigionis. . .
somewhat hard to come by. Nevertheless, it is possibleto make afew . . . reasonable
gpproximations. On Earth, the sun-worshipers of ancient times—

The colond looked up exasperatedly.
"At leadt, let'srun this stuff through a condenser.”

"No. That loses the unique flavor some of these reports convey. But, asamatter of fact, | think the
badc stuation is clear enough so we won't haveto absorb dl of thismisinformation.”

"I'm glad to hear that.”

The colond flipped through the sheaf, and came upon areport headed: "The Terexian Transportation
Network." He skimmed thisrapidly, and a picture came across of acollection of animal-drawn vehicles
and primitive railroads, of coastwise shipping infested by pirates, of inclined roadways down which
vehiclestraveled by gravity, to be hauled up asteep dopefor the next stage, the whole so-called
trangportation system being duggish, subject to a complete stoppage on every religious feast day, and
dependent for continuous performance on alarge number of warehousesin which goods periodicaly
piled up and drained out as the erratically functioning parts of the network speeded up or broke down.

Scowling, he read more dowly, noting the opportunities this transport net offered black marketeers
and guerrillas. To top everything elsg, it wasirrdigiousto work on feast days, so on these daysthe
Terexian guards were off duty.

The colond next leafed through the stack until he came upon areport headed "The Irregular
Volunteerson Terex." The choice of words puzzled him, but became clear as he read a paean of praise
for the guerrillas, and redized that the writer of this PDA report hated the Space Force.

The obvious next thing to look for was information about the Skaga cult. But after reading it, the
colond knew less than heldd thought held known to start with.

The Chief impatiently tossed the last report on the desk.

"It seemsto me that the locd guerrillas, religious leaders, and Skaga cultists, are dl different parts of
the same thing—akind of machine to grind the Space Force troops on the planet to apulp. But it'shard
to see how the Skagas get dong with the rest. The others seem to have mora standards.”

The colond looked up from areport on "comparative literature,”" which praised the "technica artistry”
of thelocals, but complained of their "primitive exatation of craft and prowess. Indeed, the most popular
folk hero, in whatever guise he may appesar, isinevitably faced by aformidable enemy, whom he defegts
by agtroke of genius, usudly delivered while the hero's own cause is on the brink of disaster.”



"Hm-m-m," said the colondl. With an effort, he put his mind on the Chief's comment. "Well, the
Skagas and the other religions may not get along with each other, but they may work together, dl the
same”

"Informaly, you mean?'

"Maybe without even thinking they are working together."

The Chief nodded, and sat back.

"Thetroublein dedling with awhole race, such asthis bunch, isthat you think you're dedling with so
many individuas—and it'strue, you are—but it aso involves more than that. In such numbers, there are
unseen inter-relationships, and datistical effects. It's asif the whole race together made up an organism.
One section may do one thing, while another section does another thing, to create an overdl result neither
section appearsto am at. In this case, the religionists disarm the Space Force, the Skagas rob them, and
the guerillaskill them. And the Terexians, as a whole, draw the conclusion that humans are inferior
beings."

"Asif," sad the colond, "the overall Stuation were akind of test?'

"Yes. And conducted according to Terexians ideaof what congtitutes superiority.” He looked
through the stack of reports, separated one fromtherest, andread: " ' . . . Characteristic saying of the
locd punditsisthat "any beast may be strong, but it tekesamanto bewise'. .. .'"

"Well, that fits. Their actions have been such asto diminate the effect of the Space Force's superior
strength.”

"Hm-m-m. And the human race then proved 'inferior.
The colond nodded. "Only strong—not wise."
"Correct.”

"Well," said the colond, "they've tested the Space Force. But unfortunately for the Terexians, we
have now been cdled in.”

The Chief sat back with a speculative expression.

"Congdering thisjudo hold the Terexians have on the Space Force, exactly what do we do?'
"Break the hold. Of course, the Terexians may lose afew fingersin the process.”

"How are you going to get a those guerrillas?'

"Through the Skagas."

The Chief glanced thoughtfully off in the distance, and suddenly nodded.

"What will you need?'

"Some stuff from Specia Devices, theloca language, trangportation to the planet, an H-ship and
crew, and permission from the Space Force to operate at one of their supply centers where goods are
shipped to the planet, before they're transshipped by the local transportation system. Plus twenty or thirty
men to do thejob | havein mind at the supply center.”

The Chief shook his head. ™Y ou can have everything but that |ast item. Y ou know our manpower
gtuaion.”

"In that case, get me permission to recruit from among the Space Force veterans who survived that

"Wait aminute. Y ou've got at least four unassigned men—Roberts, Hammell, Morri—"

"They'redill inBasic."

"And everyoneeseistied up?'

"Completdy.”

"Inthat case, | suppose there's nothing to do but try thisidea of getting some volunteers. But how
you're going to get volunteers from amongst those veteransis agood question. These arentt



impressionable recruits. How are you going to get them to leave acomparatively soft—" He paused
suddenly.

"Ordinarily," said the colond, "they'd only smile. But there's nothing ordinary about what they've
been through latdly. | think they'll join usfast enough—if we promise them that their first assignment will
be revenge on the Skagas and the guerrillas.”

The Chief nodded.
"O.K. Make your arrangements, and I'll get permission for you to recruit.”

The colond's arrangements went with a combination of smoothness and jarring inconsistency .
S-Branch promised atimed explosive, minute quantities of which would do everything the colonel
desired, with delivery on Terex in two days a the most. T-Branch then patiently explained that it was
absolutely impossible to get ahuman being to Terex in lessthan ten to twelve days, if theideawasto get
him there dive. I-Branch obligingly offered to put the colondl, by transposition, onto a Space Force ship
near Terex, within twelve hours, and in the guise of a Space Force officer. Thiswould incidentaly have
put the colonel, as head of Operations, at the mercy of Intelligence, and he politely refused to doit.
I-Branch then grudgingly went along with hisorigina plan, but pointed out that the Space Force could
lose alot of men while he was spending twelve days on the way to the planet. The colonel exasperatedly
got in touch with S-Branch, and demanded to know how the timed explosive could be made and gotten
to Terex inonly two days, dl told.

"Nothing toit, Va," said the head of S-Branch chearfully. "It happens that we're testing
direct-contact with a G-class ship off Terex. The contact cross-section is only about two feet in diameter,
but there's no difficulty getting our stuff through. For that matter, we could put you through, lengthwise, if
youwereinahurry."

"l aminahurry.”

"No problem. We can shove you through in about six seconds. Then the G-ship can ddliver you to
the planet, or to another ship in the region. How's that?'

"Thet'sfine"

"L et us know when you're ready."

A few moments later, the screen was blank, and the colonel was considering that what T-Branch

stated to be impossible in under ten days, could be dmost completely done by S-Branch in six seconds.
And the beauty of the thing was that trangportation was the specialty of T-Branch.

Exasperatedly, he tapped out the Chief's call number. The important thing was to make surethe
Space Force veterans ended up at the right place at the right time, with permission to join the Patrol.

When his arrangements were compl ete, the colonel went down to S-Branch, was strapped flat on a
kind of stretcher onrails, and pushed through what appeared to be a porthole looking into the interior of
apatrol ship, and through which the narrow rails of the stretcher passed. He was dowly did through and
unstrapped on the other side, where an Interstellar Patrol major apologized, and explained that it was
"bad business to hit the edge of the contact zone," so they had to strap anyone who passed through when
the cross-section was so narrow. A moment later, a package containing the colonel's explosive came
through, and fifteen minutes after that he was talking by communicator to the captain of the H-class ship
assigned to the job. Late the next morning, the colonel and the captain of the H-ship were on Terex,
wearing civilian clothesfor disguise, and talking to aMagor Brouvaird, the officer in charge of Space
Force Offloading Center 2 Terex.

"You see," growled Mgjor Brouvaird, "they're al wearing loose coats and those damned oversize
floppy straw hats." The mgor moved closer to the edge of the platform looking down on acrowd of
Terexiansworking in the unloading line. "Watch this. Y ou see that bird knocking open that ammo case,
halfway down the line? Watch his hands. There he goes. Twenty-two magazines went out of the caseinto
that damned keg, and two went under that loose coat of hisinto the pouches on aleather harness
underneath. He must be about loaded up, now. Y ou notice how he moves? Sort of careful ? All that stuff



in those pouches s getting heavy. The square edges are digging into hisribs. There he goes now."
Down below, inthejostling line, the Terexian held up his hand. Hisvoice drifted up. "Tikabwip, tul!”
the euphemidtic trandation came to the colonel smultaneoudy: " Ship must lighten load, quick!™

A demoralized Space Force private nodded, and the Terexian, walking with apeculiar svaying
motion, headed for the rear of the line, where adoor stood open to the outside. The private stared at the
floor or the wall—anything to avoid watching the Terexian workers as they manhandled the Space Force
cargo.

"And there he goes,” said the Space Force magjor, watching the Terexian go out the door. "Out back,
near the latring, thereé's a Terexian refreshment stand. This bird will step into the booth, and come out
with afresh harness. The candy wagon back there will lug out al the loads from the workers, and that's
just thefirgt skim, off the top.”

The colonel nodded, and adjusted his civilian suit. Consdering the haste with which this assignment
had been prepared for, the suit was like abad omen. It had a shirt that seemed to have no pores, acollar
that dug into his neck, and cuffsthat felt like dippery plastic bands around hiswrists. The jacket was
made out of some kind of bristly hair that looked al right in the mirror, but the bristles stuck into his neck
above the collar. The trousers were made out of the same materia, so thet it felt like poisonivy around
his neck, and from his belt to his shoes. The shoeswere too small.

Possibly asaresult of the frame of mind these clothes put him in, when the colonel spoke, hisvoice
came out with a bite like a high-speed drill.

"Why the devil are they alowed to break the cases?"

The Space Force mgjor winced under the unmistakable lash of authority, then recovered and stared
a thelean aivilian.

"| thought, Mr—ah—TFisher, that you had been thoroughly briefed on this procedure.”

"Sodid," said the colond shortly. "But no one mentioned this piece of insanity. | knew therewas
pilferage and outright robbery, and | knew your cargoes are trans-shipped over thelocal transportation
system. But no one bothered to tell me that the cargoes are broken out of their shipping crates and
transferred to other containers. What's the point? What's wrong with the original shipping cases?"

"They arein advance of locd technology."

"What of it?" said the colond.

The mgor frowned, seeking to explain to himself Fisher's civilian capacity, military bearing, and
obvious authority.

The colond, unaware of the effect he was creating, thrust out hisjaw.

The mgor squinted at the card the colonel had handed him on arriva:

INTERSTELLAR
INVESTIGATIONS
CORPORATION

L.L. Fisher
Chief Regiond Operative

The card had apicture of the civilian on it, aminiature set of fingerprints, retina patterns, and other
identifying data, and thewarning, "THISISA TIMED CARD. CARRY OUT YOUR
IDENTIFICATION WITHIN ONE HOUR OF RECEIPT."

The mgor seemed to have heard of something cdlled Interstdlar Investigations, which now and then



cameinto the news when it nailed some particularly troublesome operator. Neverthel ess, no detective,
Chief Regiona Operative or otherwise, would have occasion to develop that ring of command, and that
manner of authority. It wasthat that bothered the mgjor. Hisingtinctstold him that he was dedling with a
military man, and one of comparatively high rank. The civilian clothes and the card didn't prove athing.
The ordersthe mgor had received, instructing him to cooperate with one L. L. Fisher of the Interstellar
Investigations Corporation, who was "ass sting the Space Force in attempting to trace losses incurred in
shipment,” and so on—all that was so much humbug. It cameto the mgjor like abalt of lightning that,
somewhere in the Space Force, someone of very high rank had gotten wind of the stink off Terex, and
had either come himself to investigate, or had sent atrusted member of his staff—whoever it was, was
now standing there in disguise right beside the mgjor; the disguise no more conceded hisred nature than
anecklace of flowers on atiger—but, of course, the mgjor had to act asif it fooled him.

With apuff and asudden hest, the identification card burst into dust. The mgjor shook his hand, and
took adeep breath.

"Ah—Widll, you see, Mr. Fisher, thisistypica of our whole problem on this planet. In one way or
another, thelocas nullify the advantages of our technology."”

"What's the pretext for breaking the shipments out of al those cases?"

"The locals have drict regulations for containersto be used on their transportation system. They
make their casesout of solid wood and iron. They specify a certain minimum thickness for each size of
keg, barrel, drum, crate, or what-have-you. Well, our cases are stronger. But their standards are
applied arbitrarily. They won't let our cases be used on the planet—because they are of inferior weight
and thickness."

The colond looked down on the reloading line. As he watched, he could catch the quick movements
as grenades, small hand weapons, and magazines disappeared under the loose cloaks. He began to see
other things, too, such as skillful wielders of hammers and chisals who opened cases of rifles, and deftly
knocked sights out of line as they transferred the wesapons. Five hand-launchers came out of one case,
and went into abarrel that would only accommodate four of them without jamming. Thelittle bag
containing the firing pins vanished into a Terexian cloak. Onto these containers, the shipping labelswere
dapped in odd positions. Doubtless these containers would not be pilfered en route. Meanwhile, over in
acorner at thefar end of theline, half-a-dozen of the locals were bent over akind of keg, feeding in what
looked like alength of thin wire off asmdl roll; now agrenade went in, and the Terexians carefully
pressed the cover down, pulled out some of thewire, cut it off, and pushed the end back inside. What
could that be but a booby trap?

Beside the colonel, Captain Finch of the H-ship stood, his concealed recorder taking down sight and
sound.

The Space Force mgjor was saying, " . . . Obvious enough they're robbing us, but we aren't allowed
to use our own loading crews. That would 'deprive Terexian citizens of much-needed employment.’ If we
take them to court, it's our word against theirs, and any number of them will swear we'relying. | could go
right down there this minute, grab one of those loaders with afull harness, and | would be arrested for
assault and battery. We need our own loading crews, our own courts—and our own transportation
system, asamatter of fact. But that's unthinkable. These are our ‘loyd dliesin thefight againg the
guerrillas By 'giving them employment,’ we are ‘winning their gratitude, and gaining their loyaty inamost
effectiveway.' Sir, until we get PDA'swishful thinking and propaganda out of the way, we're going to get
daughtered on this planet.”

The colondl noted the"sir," redlized with a shock what had happened, and then accommodated
himsdf toitinaningant.

"Never mind that," he said. "Mr. Dexter and I, withour . . . ah . . . team of operatives. . . will do
what we can to rectify this situation. Now, what we need is an enclosed building of some kind where we
can get a aportion of the shipment before it goes through the loading line here.”



"Wel, sr—"

"Mr. Fisher."

"Yes, Mr. Fisher. Excuse me. There's asizable shed out back, that you could use. Of course, youll
want to keep it secret that you're using it. That poses a problem, but—"

"Not at dl," said the colond. "We don't want to keep it secret. We want it announced that ateam of
human experts has arrived to track down the source of the trouble. We want a published warning, over
your sgnature, that any individual who comesinto possession of any human military eguipment should
turnitin at once, for hisown protection. Every shipment that goes through this center will have abig sed
put on it, announcing thet it is under the specid protection of the Interstellar Investigations Corporation,
and that secret hidden methods of extraordinary craft will be used to track down and punish anyone who
unlawfully appropriates the contents.”

The Space Force mgjor tried to look enthusiastic about thisidea, gave up, and frankly looked sick.

"The last time anyone tried anything like that, the pilferage rate at that center went up to one hundred
percent.”

Thecolond amiled.

"Havefathin the Interstdlar Investigations Corporation.”

"I'll be alaughingstock for making the announcement.”

"A small sacrifice to make for the good of the service"

The mgor looked pained, but nodded dutifully.

"Yes, Mr. Fisher."

Having finished work at the loading center, the colonel and the H-ship captain went back to their
ship. The colond was mentaly damning the haste with which this operation had been rushed through. He
particularly damned himsdlf for not ingsting that reports, imperfect or not, be made up into an orientation.
He had missed the obvious business about transferring wegpons from one container to another, and there
was no predicting what €l se he might have missed. As he and "Mr. Dexter" now approached the ship, he
saw twenty or thirty Space Force men in battle dress debarking from a Space Force tender not far away.
There were Terexian workers scattered dl over the field, and some of them were doubtless spies.

The Space Force men formed a column of twos, and marched toward the H-ship, which was
lettered:

INTERSTELLAR
INVESTIGATIONS
CORPORATION

"Mr. Dexter" said dryly, "Herewe go, Mr. Fisher."
The colond nodded.
"Let mehandleit, Mr. Dexter."

The Space Force veterans came to a hat and faced to the front. The sergeant in charge glanced at
his orders, and looked up in bafflement at the ship. Severa Terexian laborers dawdled at their work as
they shifted crates nearby, and shot furtive glances at the ship and the veterans.

The colondl stepped forward, and cleared histhroat loudly.

The men looked around.

The colond ran afinger around his uncomfortable collar, and looked at the sky, asif seeking
ingpiration.

"Gentlemen.. .. ah. .. men—" Hecleared histhroat again. "We of the Interstellar Investigations
Corporation have been called upon to use our modern techniques of detection, to...ah...ah...



detect and track down thoseill-advised few among the largely loya native population who are attempting
pilferage upon the Space Force, and, lacking sufficient trained man-power to carry out our scientific
detection procedures, which | understand would not . . . ah . . . fit well with the cultural patterns of
thought and action upon this planet, we have obtained permission to train and put to use combat
personnel who aretemporarily . .. ah. .. dismounted pending future assgnment. Ahem."

The Space Force veterans were looking at him with avariety of expressions. Some were studying
him asif trying to identify just what kind of creature he might be, and they looked asif they had not been
ableto pinit down yet. Otherslooked bored. A few looked sick. One looked asif he would like to
break the colond's neck, and was having trouble arguing himself out of it.

At the crates, the Terexian workers cast brief sharklike smiles at each other.

"Now ...ah...gentlemen," said the colone, "you will pleasefileintotheshipfor...ah...
orientation to this new task, which, | might add, is extremey important to the pacification and mutua
assstance effort on thiswhole planet.”

Some of the men looked asif they had finally succeeded in identifying him. Those who had looked
sick looked sicker, and there were more of them.

After adigtinct hesitation, the sergeant cleared his throat, and gave alow-voiced order, spoken like a
curse, that started the men filing into the ship.

The colond stepped insde, watching the expressions of the men asthey crossed the short catwalk
leading from the fake outer hull to the massiveinner hull.

The men looked around blankly, then nudged each other as they passed through the massive lock to
theinner hull, to find themsdves jammed in the comparatively smal interior of the red ship. Theinner and
outer locks shut.

"All right, men," said the colond, and thistime hisvoice was lower, and dower. "Now that you're al
temporary members of the Interstellar Investigations Corporation, | will tell you how we detect who stole
Space Force equipment, and | will leave it up to you to decide who wants to take part, and who would
rather get out now. Firg, let me mention that only the first word in the Corporation'snameisred. The
restisadummy. And the purpose | stated outside, for the benefit of whoever might hear, isalso a
dummy. We are here for exactly onerea purpose—to blow the Skagas, the black-marketeers, and the
guerrillas, sky-high. Anyone who wantsto join usin cleaning out this mess of thugs and bushwhackers
will be welcome—provided you can pass our tests. Now, as | understand it, you've al been in combat.
But how many of you have been in an off-loading center on this planet?!

Everyone looked blank.

"The captain of thisship and | visited one of these offloading centers thismorning,” said the colonel.
"We went asinvestigators for the Interstellar Investigations Corporation. We recorded what we saw, and
you might be interested to see it. Captain Finch—If you will project—"

The room darkened, and multiple rays of light shone out from the far wall, so that each man seemed
to see before him what the colonel and the H-ship's captain had seen earlier. The conversation also was
reproduced, and as the scene progressed, an angry murmur rose in the room. At the end, when the lights
came on, the colonel had changed back to his uniform, and there was a booth near where he had stood,
with thewords aboveit:

INTERSTELLAR PATROL RECRUITING

Boiling mad, the Space Force men shoved forward, toward the booth, where their requests were
processed with lightning speed.

That over with, and their anger having cooled to that thoughtfulness that can follow sudden emotiona



enlissiment, it dawned on some of the new Interstellar Patrol candidates that they had not yet found out
exactly how the colond intended to finish off the guerrillas. But dready, the first group of candidates was
being assembled for transfer to the testing ship—the G-class dready off the planet checking its contact
equipment, was to be used for that purpose. Therewas alot to think about al of asudden, and not much
timeto think about it. The Interstellar Peatrol recruiting sergeant suddenly found himsdf answering alot of
questions.

"Ah—We have to pass admission tests? What happensif we don't pass them?”

"Y ou don't make it into the Patrol. And then you can't take part in the operation. But you'll pass
them. Don't worry."

"How many teds are there?"

"Hve"

"If we don't make it, we will go back to the Space Force. Right?'
"Not necessarily.”

"What do you mean, 'not necessarily?"

"You can't be acandidate in the Interstellar Patrol and amember of the Space Force a the same
time, without speciad permission. If, for instance, you're in a Space Force guardhouse, and the Space
Force wants to be sure to get you back and wring the juice out of you, if you don't get into the Petrol,
then we have to hand you back. But that isn't how it was done thistime. Thefirst paper you signed was
your resignation from the Space Force. The second paper was your provisiona enlisment in the
Interstellar Patrol. So, you see, if you fail the tests, you don't go straight back into the Space Force."

"What does happen to us?'

"Well—That'sagood question.”

"You bet it'sagood question. What's the answer?"
"H-m-m-m. . . | don't know. Colonel ?'

The colond was amilingly handing the bulky sheef of enlissment forms up through a hatchway to
someone on the deck overhead. He looked far more formidable in uniform than he had in the suit, but he
also had alook of well-being that hadn't been there before. The look of well-being had come over him as
he watched the men crowd around the enlistment booth.

"Yes?' hesad, benevolently.

"Sir, one of these men wantsto know what happensto himif hefalsthetests”
The colond looked incredulous.

"Fails the tests?'

"Yes ar."

"Oh, | don't think anyone here hasto worry about that. Just do your best, men. Y ou see, these tests
are designed to weed out people so far below the level we need, that it would be pointlessfor usto try to
bring them up to it. We usually have ahigh rate of such failures. But you are dl pre-selected, anyway. It's
hard to believe that Space Force combat veterans, from crack units, wouldn't meet the level of
Interstellar Patrol recruits.”

"Yes, gr," said one of the candidates stubbornly, "but what happens if wefail?'

The colond looked him in the eye, noting the stubborn set of jaw, and the direct gaze. Thiswasthe
man who earlier had looked asif hewould like to knock the colonel's head off.

"If youfall," said thecolond, "I will think you falled on purpose.”

"Then what happens?’

Therewasaslence, with dl the other ca